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FORSWORD 

Annog the elements which go to the nakiog 
oi die true woik of art, die daenKHiic holds fiift 
place. It is the esteDtial and peculiai qiuBty 
of genius, — the quali^ which Ees beyond die 
reach of die mofl exa<3ing and intelHgenl wodt. 
as it lies beyond the search of onalyui. Aiqr 
man may team the tecreta of foim ; be may 
become an adept in die skill of hit cnfl ; but 
the final (elicify of touch, die ultinate grace 
of effonlesi power, ehide and baffle him. The 
writings of Flagg flow with die natural diAimivc 
and deliberate grace of a lileraU. Hti Atongeft 
feature, no doubt, lies in • rooft pronouced 
individuality ; but diat hi* work it undying 
literature cannot be denied. 

f*UBUSHEf^ 
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Speaking of death, I maal ting ; •-' jf 

* . . * 

CX die with tongi unsung. 
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AUTHOR-S NOTE 

The writings herein, will, no doubt, dirow 
those of a critical turn, into a fit of rage and 
fuiy; know then, that this work is the re»ilt of 
my slyle of doing things, utterly regardless of 
the ancient and itereo^ped methods that aie 
generally exercised; and, as 1 am not ccHnposing 
a novel, but writing for ray own amusement, I 
do not deem it necessary to have any recourse 
to the customaiy devices of the literary person. 

However, hereditary poverty, has, I feel, af- 
forded me an under^anding of no common order. 
And a contemplative turn of mind lias enabled 
me to methodize the ^ores that years of exper- 
ience have very diligently garnered up. Above 
all things, the Audy of ^e weird and fantastic 
has given me great dehght; Aill, my habits of 
rigid bought enables mc to deted thoe eveiy 
falsity. And 1 can only add that tbe common- 
place, in all its (oims and phases, has been, to 
my mind, a dead letter and a nullity. 

THE AUTHOR. 
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THE CRUISE OF THE »4ARK 



Of my nwnk or of my principlet 
1 have little to lay. Fice-thinkiag and 
iocialc4Miditioii3 have eared nx <rfthe 
<»e, and tore me bom the other, k 
was, if I am not miftaken, man'i in- 
humanity to man, that ha* taught me 
the cool logic that lie> in the ' survival 
of the fittest' 

After many years spent in foreign 
travel, I sailed in the year of 1907 
April 23rd. from the port of Frisco, 
onavoyagethat was to extend around 
the wodd. I went as passenger — 
having no other inducement than a 
kind fA nervous reftlesmest which, 
haunted me as a fiend. Our vessel, 
however, was but a forty-five foot af- 
fair, copper bftened, and buik at 
Sauiilito ofthefineft teak. She was 
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THE CRUISE or THE SHARK 

bent on a trip of adventure, comman' 
deered by Jacque Londoo, a {amout 
(ociologifl and writer ; there were but 
•even louU upon the ship, (that is, if 
a }ap tealiy has a soul; for Paul Toccigi 
was he, that made the seventh) Mrs 
Chaimeois London was the only lady 
aboard, she was of thorough americao 
ftock, and possessed a mind of tlie 
very highest ocdei. While we were all 
passengers, we were at the tame time 
the crew. We got under way in 
the early morning, and amid the cheers 
of thousands of doubtiag and curious 
speiaators. 

For many days we rode the high 
seas of the great Pacific, without even 
the passing of another vessel to be- 
guile the monotony of our course. 
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The Cruise opTheSnakk 

One evening, leaning oveithetaff- 
rail, I observed a very singular, isolated 
cloud, to the north weft; it was re- 
markable, as well for its color, as from 
its being the fiift we had seen since 
our departure from Frisco. 1 watched 
it attentively until sunset, when it 
spread all at once into a long line 
across the heavens. 

My attention was soon afterward 
attra<3ed by die dusky red appearance 
of the moon, and the peculiar char- 
a<5ter of the sea. The latter was under 
going a rapid change, and the water 
seemed more than usually diAurbed. 
The air now became intolerably hot, 
and was of a very suffocating nature; 
as night came on, every breath of 
wind died away, and all became calm 
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beyond belief. However, London, 
^^to had spent the gieaterpartof his 
life upon the lea, aisiued us that he 
could perceive no indication of danger, 
and upon this night he set no watch. 
I went below — but with a full 
presentiment of evil; indeed, eyeiy 
appearance warranted me in appre- 
hending a typhoon. I spoke of my 
fears to London; but he paid little 
or no attention to my suspicions, and 
leh me with a glint in his eye of utter 
sarcasm; he was a man who knew no 
fear, and my uneasiness seemed to 
nauseat him to the core. However, I 
found it impossible to sleep, and about 
midnight I went upon deck. — As I 
placed my foot upon the upper Acp 
of the companion-ladder, I was flaitled 
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by a loud, hununing noise it was a 
moA pecuHai sound ,and I was only 
• moment in determining it for what it 
was — a gigantic hurrican. In dte 
next inOant, a wilderness of foata 
hurled us upon our beam -ends, and, 
ni^ng over us fore and aft, swept the 
entire decks from flem to Aem. 

The extreme fuiy of the blafl proved 
in a great measure, die salvation of 
die ^ip. Although completely water- 
logged, yet, as her majts had gone by 
the board, ^e rose, after a minute, 
heavily from the sea, and, flaggering 
awhile beneath the immense pressure 
of the tempefl, finally righted. By 
what miracle I escaped dejtrudtion, 
it is impossible to say. Stuimed by 
the shock of the water, 1 found myself, 
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upon recoveiy, jammed in between the 
ftem-post and rudder. With great 
difficult 1 gained my feet, and looking 
dizzily around, was, at first, struck with 
the idea of our being among breakers; 
so terrific, beyond the wildest im- 
agination, was the whirlpool of foaming 
waters within which we were engulfed 
After a white, I heard the voice of 
* London, and I hallooed to him with 
all my strength, and present^ he came 
reeling aft. 

we soon learned that three souls 
were all that had survived the catas- 
trophe; — London, Martini, and my 
self. The entire remainder of the 
par^ had, from all appearance, been 
swept into the sea. Without assistance 
we could expe<a to do little (or the 



D,mi,.=db,Gooylc 



The Cruise Of The Snark 

security of the ship, and out exertions 
were at first paralized by the mom- 
entary expe(3ation of going down. 
Out cable had, of course, parted like 
■o much thread, at the very firA breath 
of the Aoim ; while the engine, such 
as it was, had never been in the run- 
ning. 

We scudded with frightful velocity 
before the sea, and the heavy waves 
beat againfl our sides in a series of 
bonifying thuds; the frame work of our 
Aem was shattered excessively,aDd, 
in almofl every tespe(5t, we had re- 
ceived consder^le injury ; but to our 
extreme joy we^found the pumps un- 
cholced, and that we had made no 
great shifting of our ballail. The 
main fury of the blaA had already 
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blown ovei, and we apprehended 
lilde danger frcHnthe violence of die ' 
wind ; but we looked forward to iti 
total ceisation with dinnay ; well be- 
lieving, that, in our shattered condition 
we should inevitably perish in the 
tremendous swell which would ensue. 
Yet, by some Arange idiosyncrasy ot 
bte, we were spared ; but were tossed 
unmerdfully about die face of the 
deep for many days and ni^ts -'- 
during which our only subsistence was 
a small quanti^ of jaggeree, procured 
with great difficulty from the forecastle 
-— we tottered about the sea in a 
moSt miserable manner, and well con- 
scious that we were in a seldom 
traveled part of the globe. Again 
we were victims of a heavy blaft, and 
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it seemed as though the tempeA had 
descended upon us with redoubled 
hiry. Late in the afternoon it was 
utterly impossible to itand up againft 
the violence of the elements ; and 
as the night closed upon us, 1 had 
not a shadow of hope that the vessel 
would h<Jd together until morning. 
By midnight we had settled very deep 
into the water, which was now up to 
the orlop deck. 

The rudder went soon afterward, 
the tea which tore it away lUting the 
after portion of the brig entirely from 
die water, againit which she thumped 
in her descent with such a concussion 
as would be occasioned by going 
ashore, we had calculated that the 
rudder would hold its own to the laft 
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M it WM unusually ftrong, being rigged 
u I have never seen one rigged 
e^iefbeWew since. Down its main 
timba iheie ran a succesuon <^ flout 
iron hocAs, and odios in tfte same 
manner down the ftem pofl Thru' 
diese hooks diere extended a very 
thick wrought'iron rod, the rudder 
being thus held to the fiem-poft, 
and swinging freely on the rod. The 
tremendous force of the sea which 
tore it off may be estimated by the 
fad, that the hooks in the flern-pofl, 
which ran entirety through it, being 
clinched on the inside, were drawn 
every one of them completely out 
of the sobd wood. We had scarcely 
time to draw breath after the violence 
of this shock, when one of the most 
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tremendous wave> 1 had then ever 
known broke right on board of us, 
sweeping the companion'way clear 
oft, bursting in the hatchways, and 
filling every discernible quarter with 
water. 

Luckily, just before midnight, all 
three of us had lashed ourselves to 
die fragments of the windlass, lying 
in this manner as flat upon the deck 
as possible ; and diis precaution a- 
lone saved us from destru<3ion. As 
it was we were all more or less stunned 
by the immense weight of water 
wdiich tumbled upon us, and which 
did not roll from above us until we 
were nearly exhausted. As soon as 
I could recover breath, 1 called aloud 
to my companions, London alone 
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rq>Eed, lajring, 'It^ipeaniD be aD 
over with us, but let us ftiive to laA 
at long as possible, ^en — may God 
kave mocy oo our souls.' 

We all glanced at eat^ other as 
though it was for the Isft time, then 
quietly submitled ourselves to Fate's 
further lashings. Ilie night was ai 
datk as it possibly could be, and 
the horrible shrieking din and con- 
fusion which surrounded us it is useless 
to attempt describing. 

Our deck lay level with the sea 
or rather we were encircled with a 
towering ridge o( foam, a portion of 
which swept over us every inftant. 
Although we lay close together, no 
one of us could see the other, or in- 
deed, any portion of the brig itself, 
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upon which we were so tempeAu- 
ously hurled ahout. At iotervals we 
called one to the other, thus endeav- 
ouring to keep alive hope, and lendei 
consolation and encouragement to 
sudi of us as flood moil in need of it. 

The feeble condition of Martini 
made him an objeift of soticitude 
with London and I, and we were 
in momentary expedation of finding 
diat he had gone over board ~- yet 
to render him aid was a thing al- 
together out of the queflion. 

Our situation was a frightful one 
and aftera long, long period the day 
broke, but only to make visible the 
horrors which surrounded us. The 
Snark was a mere log, rolling about 
at the mercy of every wave; but the 
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gale WM (aatly deaeasing, and in a 
^lort time the sea was a perfetS calm. 

Neva before did 1 appreciate the 
blessed sunshine as now ; and after 
some rather difficult reckoning, 1 man- 
aged to determine that we had been 
at sea just twenty seven days; after 
being out nineteen days we had cros- 
sed into the torrid zone; we had 
be<n at the mercy of the storm 
for eight days; and as we had left 
die Bay of Frisco April 23rd. it was 
now, no doubt, the twentieth of May. 

Tlie entire body of water east of 
us was bathed in sunshine, and a 
heavy fog that smothered over us 
during the night, was sliding rapidly 
westward. We suffered mostly now 
hrom the terrible pangs of hunger. 
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When we looked forward to means 
of relief that would satisfy our thirA and 
hunger, our hearts sunk within us, and 
we were induced to regret that we 
had escaped the perils of the «ea 
only to fall to a fate more terrible. 

We endeavored, however, to con- 
sole ourselves with the hope of 
being speedily picked up by some 
vessel, and encouraged each other to 
bear with fortitude the evils that might 
happen. 

London and Martini were fetched 
out upon their backs from utter 
fatigue, \N4iile 1 sat dreamily watching 
the fog rapidly disappear to westward. 
The lifting of the fog was the lift- 
ing of my sorrow, and I shall never 
forget the ecitatic joy which thrilled 
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through eveiy particle of my frame 
wheni perceived a large brig bearing 
down upon us, and not quite a mile 
away. 

1 was to my feet in an inJtant ; 
and, stretching out my arms in the 
diretSion of the vessel, £tood in this 
manner, mobonless, and unable to 
articuhite a syllable. My two com- 
panions were equally afiedted, only 
in different ways. Martini danced 
about the deck like a madman, ut- 
tering the mofl extravagant rhodo- 
montades, intemiingled with howls 
and imprecations ; while London 
bowed his head, opening and closing 
his hands like one about to receive 
the sentence of death. The vessel 
in sight was a large antique affair of 
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an old English build, painted black 
with a tawdiy gill figurehead. 

Sh« had evidently seen a great 
deal of rough weather, and, we sup- 
posed, had suffered much in die gale 
which had proved so disastrous to 
ourselves; for hei foretopmait was 
gone, and some of her Jtaiboatd bul- 
warks. 

When we fiifl saw her, she was, 
as I have already said, less than a 
mile away to windward, bearing 
down upon us. 

The breeze was very gentle, and 
what astonished us chiefly was, that 
she had no other sails set than her fore 
tail and mainsail, with a flying jib — 
of course she came down but slowly, 
and our impatience amounted almoft 
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to phrenzy. The awkward manner 
in which ^e fleered, too, was re- 
marked by the three of us, even ex- 
cited as we were. 

She yawed about to such a degree, 
that once or twice we thought it 
impossible she could see us, or im- 
agined that, having seen us, and 
discovered no person on board, she 
was about to tack and make off in an- 
other dire<3ion. 

Upon each o( these occasions we 
screamed and shouted at the top of 
our voices, when the Granger would 
app>ear to change for a moment her 
intention, and again hold on toward ' 
us— this singular condu(3 being re- 
peated two or three times, so at \a& 
we derived at the conclusion that the 
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Kelmsman was intoxicated. We could 
discern no one upon her deck at no 
time ; Still, she neared, and neaied 
and now more Readily than before. 

She soon slid along side and with 
unreJbratned enthusiasm we leaped a- 
board, we had little oi no trouble 
in this (eat as she was a low built 
wind-jammer of Malabar teak. 

Shall I ever forget the triple horror 
that con&onted us? There were 
dtiiteen human bodies, among whom 
were several females, lay scattered 
about the deck In miserable attitudes, 
and we plainly saw that not a soul 
lived on that fated vessel I Yet, we 
could not help but turning to them 
for aid / At all hazards oui lives were 
spared ; and we at once busied our- 
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selves in ramsaddng about (or food 

and drink; but there was none, and 
had'nl been (« at leafl a hundred ytan\ 

To out deq> sorrow we learned 
this (aift, and we came by lliis know- 
ledge, both by the ship's log and by 
grace of other records that were left. 

It seemed that about a century ago, 
it was a Brittish convid ship* that 
plied between England proper, and 
her south-sea possessions. An aged 
note clutched in the hand of what 
bad been the laJt survivor, read as 
follows : 

October (?) 1797. 
All on board are dead and I am dying 
we were all prisoners save the five 
in the torture cell in the fleerage, 
vt^Hi are officers and viaims of mutiny; 



D,mi,.=db, Google 



The Cruise or the shark 

we have been ^ozen in solid ice for 
a bundled and forty days, iKeie's no 
more food, no food. 

Robert Casement. 

Nofixidl We Aared about us help- 
lessly, and daggered to the compan- 
way and went below; the atmosphere 
was of iciness itself, and judging 
from the great ice-cakes we found in 
the hold, what -with the extraordinary 
preservation of the dead, we were 
positive that the old brig had but 
lately become freed from the grip of 
the frigid Antarctic circle. The ice 
that had not yet melted, furnished 
us with abundance of drioking water 
and this blessing was so great that 
we could not help weeping for joy. 
We drank heavily of the luscious cool 
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water, ud dambeiect back on to the 
maia deck, vrhcre we al once Ujr 
ouraelvei down into a deep and teft- 
(ul ileep. 

When I awoke Mune tnoe Utef I 
bund that my companion* were ftill 
fefting in peaceful ilumber ; finding 
nyseU alone, so to ipeak, my lefledioni 
<rf coune, weie of a feaiful and moJI 
gkxHny nature. 

No proiped offered itself to my 
view Inila lingering death by famine, 
and the gnawing of hunger which 1 
now experienced was nearly insup- 
portable, and I fell myself capable 
of going to any lengths in order to 
appease it. Wid) my knife 1 cut off 
lome old leather Ushings from a hatofa, 
and endeavored to eat them, but 
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found il utterly impossible to swallow 
« single moiset, but I found some 
fitlle.saliifB<3icni in chewing tbemand 
q>ittug them out. 

On comparing the corpse's widi 
the book of consignment which I 
found in the pocket of the captain 
it was a simple matter to determine 
the identic of all aboard. One of 
die prisoners proved to be a rather 
interefling personage ; from all in- 
dications his name appeared to be 
Bemhardy Shaw, and it seemed that 
he was sent over for life, charged 
wid) cOnduding a radical jounial thru 
wdiich he was found guilty of high 
treason ; he had a very satonic ap- 
pearance, and across his lap lay a 
txead-board into which he had deeply 
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carved the Allowing : 

Hurrah! hunah for die (oaming flood 
Of (he fiery f%legethoD, 

A demon bride, 
And delvilish bridegroom side by side 
Are sailing this vessel upon ; 
He is an imp of the vciy befl blood 
And she is a devil of Ton. 
7^5 barque is the shatterd fragments of 
A lofl ship long ago, 

In a fanthomless bay 
For a cycle of years it rotting lay 
So the devil's employed it now. 

The braggadocio manner of the 
man in^lled me with renewed courage 
and 1 resolved to live on at any cost. 
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When my companions awoke we 
busied ourselves in tossing the dead 
into the sea ; one ghastly old hag of 
an amazon was the ugliest mortal I 
had ever beheld, her name, according 
to the register, was Amy Parkhuist, 
she was charged with murder-thru- 
birth -control, and with circulating lit- 
erature of degenerating nature. 

We heaved her repulsive carcass 
in to the sea at once ; and it was 
but a few moments until we had all 
the stiffs over-board, except, ofcourse, 
die five that were locked in the torture 
cell up in the steerage. 

With an ax we chopped our way 
into the small barbarous compartment 
the wall of the room still hung with 
ahoA of icicles, and the stiffs, though 
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dead a hundred years, were p>er(e<aty 
preserved. London turned suddenly 
toward me with an expression that 
lent a shudder through my frame; 
there was about him an air of seU- 
possession which I had not noticed 
in him until now, and before he had 
opened his lips my heart told me 
vfh&t he would say. He proposed, 
in a few words, that the men lying 
in death should serve us ai sustenance. 

My mind rapidly ran over a thous- 
and absurd piojeifts by which to avoid 
becoming a partner in the awful spec- 
ulation. 

I thought of falling on my knees 
to my companions, and entreating them 
to entertain other views ; or of sud- 
denly rushing to die ship's side and 



D,mi,.=db, Google 



The Cruise Of The Snark 

plunging into the sea ; to my mind, 
the idea of turning cannibal was ter- 
rible, but 1 was soon brought to my 
senses by the voice of Martini, who 
assured me that they both felt, no 
doubt, as I myself, but something had 
to be done. 

We then detennined to cany out 
oui frightful undertaking with as IcaA 
concern as we could possibly assume; 
though we found ways of cooking 
the meat well, 1 will not dwfll up- 
on the (earful repait which immedi- 
ately ensued. 

Such things may be imagined, but 
words have no power to impress the 
mind with the exquisite honor of 
their reali^. Let it suffice that we 
thrived heartily upon this ungodly 
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THE Cruise Of the Snark 

diet for many days ; by tome care- 
lessness we had loft all track of time 
but tlie rigging thai the ship was 
luddly endowed with, enabled us 
to keep a ftraight course, — a course 
dire<%ly weft, for in this direaOion, 
we knew, lay the broad coast of 
Auftialia. 

But our reckoning was far wrong, 
as was proved to us one sunshiny 
morning when a good stifi breeze 
glided us safely in to port of the 
beautiful ci^ — Honolulu. 
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THE LITERARY GIANT 



•J^ ou have, no doubt, heaid of an old time 
author, who, ihiough some ungodly fluke of 
nomenciature, has become known to the world 
as Shakespeare, (see Bacon) He had a terrible 
habit of giving vent to his wrath by swearing in 
high hllutin language, hence our classic literature. 

But he's dead, if I'm not mistaken, and it be- 
hooves me to begin writing at once. The 
present age can manage to put up with old Shake, 
but posterity, that is the thing, therefore, I will 
bequeath, as I alone can, the produtftofamighty 
pen, to poAert^. 1 have thought proper to premise 
thus much, to inable you to appreciate the way 1 
have de nier ce que est, el J'expiipuer ce qui 
n'eal paa. It may please your fancy to learn the 
method of procedure that brought me fame — 
simple. It was thus wise : taking pen in hand 
I wrote to die Daty-Liyet as follows : 
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The LiTefiAHV Giant 

Editor, Dear Sir:- 

What information have you concerning the 
young author, Lodbiogg the half wit > Has he not 
recently issued a volume of his later works, and 
if so, under what title ? His earlier work pro- 
mised a brilliant future. His poems were pal- 
pably the precursors of a finished and pleasing 
%lf!. llieir diAinguishing attra<flion iies in the 
almost unparalleled flow and facility of the vers- 
ification. A hannony pervades the whole, a 
perfetfl modulation of numbers seldom surpassed 
and not very often equalled in compositions of 
this class. 

1 underhand that Lodbrogg resides at Bendey 
and is contemplating a trip abroad. Is this true 7 
Any information concerning his laleft work will 
greatly oblige, 

J. M. F. 
> This letter succeeded wonderfully; the editor 
bit, and my fame got a start off on its first foot 
Thus encouraged, I immediately penned an- 
other of self inquiry to "The Phool.' To wit: 
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THE LiTEfiAitr Giant 

Editor. Dear sin- 
Please infcmn me through your column aito 
KHne of the earlier and minor poems of lodbngg, 
whose recently pubUshed volume of poems aie 
now displayed side-by-side with Keats' wori» 
in New YOTk book stores. 

The finished character of these poems has led 
me to make a Audy both of them and of the 
author, and for this reason I wish to liave his 
farmer produt^ons before me. I am sure they 
muft have presaged the present acknowledged 
ttunscendence of Lodbrogg. In 'The Politician' 
he deals with passion and with humor ; he ha* 
emerged from abAradl and pure dissertation; he 
renders morality visible and truth expressive; 
he gives his ideas an attradive physiognomy. 

hi short, he is a finished writer, perfeAed 
evidently by a knowledge of the fine arts. By 
experience with the wodd and Audy of ftyle, 
by continuous and delicate study of all that is 
worthy in things and men, in Ufe and art. It 
has been stated that Lodbrogg resides at Bent* 
ley Iowa, but diis is an atot. He trequently 



THE LtTERARY GIANT 

viuts a frieDtl of his there, that runs a moon- 
shine tonsorial parlor ; but his real home is at 
die foot of the town sewer in Frisco, some 
where in the west. 

He is said to be contemplating a pleasure 
trip through the slums _of Reno during the coming 
summer. A litde of your valuable apace devoted 
to this 3ubje<ft would greatly edify, 

J. M. F. 

The editor never dreamed that I myself, was 
the Lodbrogg in question, and 1 arose the follow- 
ing morning to find myself famous. I was lauded 
by every paper in the nation. I felt a devilish 
thrill of pride, like a virtuous young girl that is 
about to be attacked by a ruffian, in short 1 was 
elated. And now that I am writing I will A^iite 
as I please — Con tal que las costambres de un 
auloT, Sean putas y castas, importa muy pocoque 
noaean igualmente severas sta obras, oi in other 
w(Kds : diough moral, these tales contain no moral. 
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Poor Telcani. I knew him wel! ; he wai a fine 
manly fellow and had a hand as open as day, and a 
heart of unsophisticated generosity. We had been 
intimate hiends horn early boyhood, and when we 1^ 
college; we stood together in this indiscribable wodd 
with less discribable plans (or the future. 

Various were the schemes and designs we projected 
for the advancement of our fortunes, but each succeed- 
ing day found us as undecided as ever. Among ihe 
many amusements we followed, to beguile the time, 
was that of rambling; and what pastime is more con- 
genial to the unionism of hearts, than a long walk 
through the ragged mountains, following in fellowship 
the windings of some beautiful stream as it curls 
about endless caverns and gigantic cliffs, occasionally 
losing itself in dark and silent forests. One dismal 
day, as the shades of evening were drawing on, we 
were loitering leisurely along the banks of the riva 



D,mi,.=db,Gooylc 



Marn, we weie at least some seven miles ^m aay 
habitation; and suddenly, as we eme^ed &om a dank 
cluster o( cypress we found ourselves approaching 
upon a camp of wandering Gipsies. Telcani proposed, 
that for a frolic, we should request some seer or seeress 
to pass, prophetically, upon our future. 

To this I gladly assented, and a moment later found 
us seated comfortably in the private quarters of Vera 
Gui del; she was the belle of the tribe and was con- 
sidered a genius of uncommon qualifications; Telcani 
tendered a piece of money and she took his hand 
for a reading. 

'Ah' she said, raising her eyes slowly to meet his 
'Thine is a meloncholy destiny and 1 see that thy 
name is Telcani' she closed her quivering lids and 
shook her head in a most sympathetic manner. 

'Very goodl that's excellenti' said my friend. 
' 'this promises to be interesting; ccnne now, 
'If tbou Ganst look into the seeds of time, 
And tell which will grow and whidi will not,' 
"Tell me Uie worst that shall ever befall me and I will 
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pay you well. "See" she said, pomting to the 
distant evening sky above ^c Ut horizon. 'The 
start aie beginning to bum bright^ in ^e heavens. 
Look I seesi thou not yon planet near to the bek 
of Orion? 'Tis thine,' here she extended her long 
bronze-like anns toward it, making certain gestures widi 
incoherent sentences to herself. 

My merry friend became completely subdued by her 
singular manner, and gazed upon die planet intently, 
he seemed to be astonished in regards to her know- 
ledge, and remained silent while she continued. 

'The stars are fountains of truth, as you are no 
doubt aware, and I see by them that a peril of a irH»t 
fatal nature awaits you.' She was now speaking in 
accents dial were distincdy english. 

"But when — where?" asked Telcani, earnestly. 

'Where the summer blooms not, and in a dreary 
Region, where the stars look not down nor where 
the song birds ever sing; as 1 say, yours is a melan- 
choly destiny; yet, 'tis true; my dear, an evil genius is 
your guide and your future is a perpetuity of clouds' 
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"Womanl or wilchl" cried Telcani, "you dirill 
my soul. Speak lo me more plainly. You m&y, or 
you may not know, but 1 have a heart ht any danger." 

"I know thou hart" ^e broke in "but thy rtai has 
departed bom view, and alt further prescience is denied 

me. Remember, in seven years thou shall but 

enough," and she glided silently torn die hut, leaving 
Telcani transfixed in bewilderment; I myself was at 
loss to fully comprehend her peculiar prediction and 
we sat for some time in utter silence and dismay. 

Finally, I endeavored to rally him from his super- 
stitious stuper, and bidding out gipsy friends adieu we 
left die camp and proceeded on our journey. Telcani 
soon regained his natural flow of spirits, and at mid 
night, as we lounged lazily over our refreshments at the 
inn, the whole afiair was nearly forgotten, still, several 
times we referred to it, but only in a spirit of mirth 
and ouf chance companions of die cafe joined mer- 
rily in coining ridiculous puns and anecdotes, at die 
expense of the wandering sorcems. 

Many years after this little adventure, 1 was residing 
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in one c^ the pnncipal sea ports o( EDgland, where 
I became intimately aquainted with the captain of the 
AloysiuE, a vessel that was usually employed in whal- 
ing exciinioDS along the. ^ores o( Sqilzhergen. 

From his agreeable manners in conjunction widi the 
glowing description he gave me of his adventures in 
that desolate region, gave me a strong desire to make 
a trip there, and I no sooner expressed myself in this 
regard, .when he tendered me free passage; he 
treated roe royally, and I was given to understand 
that I was to consider myself a privileged character 
and that all hospitalities aboard the Aloysius were 
to be taken for granted. So, beining comparatively my 
fwn master, I at once accepted. 

It was but a few weelcs later that we set sail from 
the port of Hull; ours was a gallant crew and we 
put to sea, satis^ed to the man. 

After a run of forty days, during which time we 
visited the Orkney Islands, we found ourselves, up- 
on taking exact reckoning to be lying btween 9 and 
24 E. Ion., and 76, 30 and 80 N. latitude. 
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The season leleffted for the pursuance of the fishery 
is during the short summer, — when vegitation springs 
[nth with such rapidi^ that the spot, which perhaps 
die night before was a plain of ice, will appear in the 
Dooming a (re^ and verdant meadow. The shrubs 
will be clodied with leaves, the aii heavy with fragrance 
and the scream of the plover, and the pipe of die par- 
tridge are heard from every diredtion. 

Having been extremely fortunate in completing our 
cargo sooner dian we expeded, the captain and myself 
resolved to enjoy the fine shooting that was to be 
found among the islands. One day, so exciting bad 
been the ^wrt, that we found ourselves at a considerable 
diftance from the ^ore, indeed so far, that we knew 
it would be impossible to regain die ship before dark. 

ConsultiDg our compass, we therefore figured to 
make a ^ort path accross the island (a \on% rugged strip 
tfiat sq>erated us from view <A the ^p) that we may 
be discerned by the crew, and save them horn any 
apprehension respeOiiig our safety. Oa reachiag 
the summit of die ridge that seperated firom view, 
we >tofq>ed to regain our breath aj^d to take a .circular 
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Muvejr of dw diftant lurTounding. The tun was just 
.sUding below die hnizon, and the men aboard waved 
to US from the ihip. Turning our gaze to the south 
we were suipriied to see a large vessel as if lying 
at anchor, or ralhet unbedded in the ice. 

We were at loss to account for her sudden ap- 
4kearance, especially so near at hand, and it was but 
A few hours befwe, too, that we turned our glass 
in every direOion as far as it could descry and 
saw nothing. 

Our curiosity was greatly excited and wc studied 
the peculiar craft for some time. Ofcourse, we at 
firA took it to be but an optical delusion. 
But on learning later that it was not, my com- 
panion and I agreed to pay the new comer a visit 
upon the ^wt. 

There was a sheen of thick ice that die ship flood 
againjt broad side; and as we neared her, we discovered 
diat the sails were hanging in tatters; the rigging 
was broken and entangled, while the bowsprite 
seemed to be gone entirely. There were no visible 



D,mi,.=db,Gooylc 



■igns of ha being manned and we were flanding 
witbin a faundied paces to wheie she was lodged. 
She was a bark of about a |000 loni and was 
wedged fiimly in the ice. It was apparent that 
she had suffered mucji; I fired my gun to attra<% 
some or whatever attention could be attracted. 

All remained in absolute silence, save one soli- 
tary curlew that rose" hom the deck, that kept 
screaming and wheeling around as if unwilling to 
leave. With considerable difficulty we climbed 
aboard; and as we decked her, die firJt Uiingthat 
greeted our gaze was the form of a dog, Aretched 
out at if io slumber. I touched him with the 
toe of tny boot, but he did not move, and I then 
discovered that the brute was stiff and lifeless. 

Hie carcass was perfe<3 and entire, and was 
without the slighter sign ofdecompositionorde' 
cay; it was preserved, no doubt, by the extreme 
severity of the climate. 

Everywhere around us lay emblems of negled 
and desolation, Evidendy, the vessel had been 
deserted, but (or what purpose, we were at 
loss to determine. 
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Cn clis^ lacing one of the hatch lids we found 
ihai the dago v/as a valuable one, and it was a sol- 
en n and singular sight to find tlius a gsllanC monai'di 
ci the deep, at the nieicy of the wind waves. 

We descend 3d tiie companion-way to llie cabin 
and found the door a-jar — all was daiknesi 
and quiet, 1 placed my loot upon some substance and 
as I bent down lo feel 1 encountered a human hand 
that was cold and clammy. 

I ftaggeisd back, ^rtled — the captain struck a 
light, and a scene of honor, of mojt indiscribable 
nature burjt into view. Around die table sat several 
bodies. eze& and cold, in the embrace of E)eath. 

All were rigid and in different attitudes and 
all that remained of the eyes of each man 
Were the empty sockets; but their flesh was well 
intact, and in a wonderfully distinct state of pre- 
servation, yet, a green and viscous mould had 
Settled completely over them. Oa the floor; 
on the lockers, aud in cv«ry discernible 
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quarter, Uy bodiet cold and lifeleii, and around 
the Hove, in which remained nodiing but a few 
adies, wat a group <rf unfortunate beings, as if in 
iheir expiring moments they had crowded together 
to catch the laft glow of the dying embers. 

hi a chait at tfie head of the table, silting cred 
and in a voy dignified attitude, w£i apparently die 
captain. BehM« him. lay the log-book, and in his 
scrawny fingers he clutched a pen, and had, no doubt, 
expired in the act of writing. 

Hi* features, like all the others, were cold and 
rigid. His was a pleasing personalis aitd 1 fek 
that strange, undefinable ^rmpathy of die soul which 
makes one (in the society of certain individuals) feel 
an odd and inaylainable familiarity. 

This feeling <^n leads one to believe in the theny 
d teincamation and we are detennined to swear, in 
die majwity of such cases, diat we knew die person 
or persons, during one <i oui f<»iuer exiflances upmi 
dte eaidi. 1 picked up die written pages and read: 
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■Oct, 13 th. 1903, - One hundred and forty two 
days we have been h'ozen in the ice ~ and ftill no 
prosper of relief — the lait of the entire crew expired 
today. 1 am now alone — my sight fails -- or perhaps 
the lamp bums dimly — my limbs have lost all feeling 
and my heart seems pulseless — no use the wires ar« 
down and nothing is left to me but dea " 

Tliis was the lafl few lines of a long paper which he 
had written. "Hie mystery had now been explained 
the vessel had been frozen in ice with all hopes of 
escape shut off, rendering the crew a sacrifice to cold 
and famine. Turning to the fii^ page of the log I 
was greatly surprised to read: LOG OF THE GOOD 
SHIP JASON. Captain R. Teicani. HULL 1897. 
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MERITORIOUS IDIOCY 

In die begining (when ever that was) Aten loomed 
above the literaiy horizon, a dan erf puerile poris 
dial originated, no doubt, during die reign <A yoang 
King Dunce, and during tiie day* ^^len Ned-in'tbe- 
fiM-ieadei was a conSituent <rf die hteratl; ' '" 

h seems that these brilliaDtt have extended through 
all die ages, and even now, one can haidly pick iip a 
sheet of current Hteiature widiout being conhonted 
with some of the handy vfoA |xoduced by them. 

These beings(?) often style themselves Meteoric 
Geniuses — we have but to beai m mind, that a meteor 
of any considerable Ixightness is always closely pursued 
l^ a comet (an editor) with hrey wings and murder- 
ous intentions. In one hand die comet canies a pair 
of sdsscn, in the other a club. Often tiroes a blue 
pencil it tucked maliciously above his ear. It is well 
to note the position of the scissors, for should the 
comtt cany them in his waistcoat pocket, he is not 
an editor, but a clerk in a diy goods Stait and repre- 
sents nothing. 
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MEfllTOfllOUS IDIOCY U 

True geniut is alw4ys hated and periecuted by 
the . editctn, and , if yon wish to be niccets(ul in lit- 
e«Llure, yofi fnuft be ftupid, pedantic, white-cravatted 
and hypocritical. A thorough dunderhead ii <^n 
a wcccM with the edi^r, while you, with youi real 
genius only succeed in exciting his ire. 

Yo^ are, no doubt, familial with die poet that 
hails horn die 'Slum-gu^ School' a worthy lot of 
' Whitcombe-Longfellows* that beg for recognitioD 
by filling childrens magazine's with those playfully 
siniple, charming, yet wonderfully nwMral Chriflmas 
copy; disgustingly prefaced as a 'feafl fA good things 
from the always readable pen of die delightful purveyed 
of innocent juvenile injlrudion and amusement' A 
run of this junk appear* below: ' 

1 know a litde maid, her eyes are very blue 

Her tips are very red; but what is that to you? 

Hex name } Now, is it Maud ? Ah, no - uml no; but well. 

Perhaps if I DID know, perhaps I wotild n't ttU. 
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>7 Mehitomou* imoct 

You see, we're lovers tnie, and tbeie't a saying — well 
That certab, certam things a swain muft never tell 

But swains may sing theii love, to ung I: 'Tra, la,la' 

1 love my pretty lass, for I'm hei dear papa. 

The [Koducen <rf this ftyle of 'bland sweetness' 

are many, and the sooner a damper is put on these 

candy-coated sciolifti, just dial much soonei wilt we be 

freed horn dieir nimiyfied twattle. 
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From B iMlitttnc ol Anna KalMiinat ■■mian ■oglpiarHi 
ny J.M.FISM, wnom nltarward b*oam« hl> wifa 
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..,THE _: MJUNpI^T . 



With a feeling of deep, yet moft singuW fiiendlineu 
I Rgarded Antedetui L'Arabee Thiowa into hi* 
•ocie^ tnuiy yean ago, my psychological nucepti- 
bililies, bom our fiifi meetiDg, were Aiaoge^ conscioui 
<rf a certain mental affiliation. 

L* Anbee'v erudition was proKMind; his poweiof 
mind was gigantic, while his talents were poiiihoi 
andhued to the laA point of capillaiy fineness. . . 

I felt diit, and, in many matters, became fail piipi, 
hpwever, be all this as it may; we find Fate has little 
M BO partialis for none. As for myself, fcMtune, in 
so far as woddly wealth is concerned, ha> favOTSd 
me to a veiy great degree. Now, Anfeclehii 
L' Aiabee was voy poor, but we were through 
ccKonds, notwidiflanding, and we would spend boun 
ukL hours in solVeing some psychological fxoblem ai 
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The KufiDisT 29 

we wandered away the dead ftretcbe* of long wm- 
mer nighu; our walks were generally through the 
moA Querted parts ol the dly, itiU, there were dinet 
when we would ipend an entire night CMit^ibuig 
over our glaues in some remote resort. 

. 'l>o,you know,' he said one evening, ~'It i* a 
sxrowiuil ttung to be poor; to be poor, and conscious 
th^ poverty prevents one from occupying a positioB 
in society that with honor one could till; to see 
otben {wmiMkading the higher walks ot Ute, with no 
olbei infiuence dian wealth alone, makes the heart 
dt^iih, and the spirit despair. You see,' he con- 
tjnied; 'pover^ in my case is exceedingly painhil, 
that is, painful to me, as it hinders me from marqnng 
ihe maid of. my heart — Anxoonis Cathliek.' 
.. 1 was. more than iwpdsed upon hearing him speak 
dius, and it was from diis period on, that we grad- 
ually drifted ^)V^ through his pride, however, he 
tHudUy refused viioil ever financial aid 1 profiered. 

lline fiew on, ' as time has, and always will. 
And it was some years after that 1 was pasut^ on 
horse-back through the ancient and loyal borough of 
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StkUng. It vnt a bewitiful and brigtit uaay day, 
vAica Dabne wenu to burfl (otth widi new enduinuBi 
and coDdeiceiids to commingle wididie commooi^ace. 
^ the right, ihe Ochil mountiint rear their head> 
into purple height) of haze, while to die left nnged 
die ChevtoU. In die center of die icene gleamed 
die serpentine winding! of die Fofdi. and above all 
on iti mountain lummit rose die castle of Stidiag, 



All that came to view was a semblance of peace 
and beauty: not a sound fell upon die ear but of 
melody aod bliss. 

As I entered the principal Areet, all was solona 
silence, no buAle nor tuimoil of the natural attendants 
of society woe to be seen or heard — it aeoned 
as though the angel of peftilence had sudden^ caft 
his mande over the earth. The daily routine of eveiy- 
day Vit was quite (Kgotten — in a broad central 
highway groups of dtizeiu ftood in gaping wonder, 
up(Hi every countenance was an e:q>ression of fear 
and if they moved, it seemed as though diey were 
heavily depiessed by «Kne ungodly tenw. 
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Thk Mundist tl 

1 wu amazed, and a melancholy gkxMn penaded 
my tpiril; a lense of iniutferable ennui ilowly ^icead 
over my khiL 1 say insufferable; hx the feeling 
wa* unrelieved by any of that half-pleaumble >en- 
timenl, with which the mind usually receives even 
die flemeA images of the desolate or teniUe. 

I looked upon die scene before me with an utter 
depression which I can compare to no earthly sen- 
sation nuxe propedy than to the feelings of (me that 
walks a lonesome road under a flrain of self imposed 
horror. 

Iliere was an iciness, a sinking and nckening of 
die heart — an unredeemed dreariness of draught 
which ira goading of die imagination could torture 
into aught of the sublime; for die life of me, could 
1 dioroughly account for certain peculiar misgivings and 
widi great reluAance — rode forward. 

Juft above die heads of the crowd, ftood a black 
solitary scaffold; while (torn a huge transverse beam 
hung two ropes with prepared nooses; hanging in 
wail for their unb^py victims. I dismounted and 
flood almoft breadilesv cold drops gadw^d upon my 
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u The Munoist 

bfow. A deep heavy flioke tA a bell broke dts- 
malty upm the air, I Aood in lightleu Audy for a 
momeiil, «4ien again the gigantic tone rolled iotdi, 
my heart beat in a mofi peculiar manner, suddenly, a 
fieice blaA of a bugle brought me to my senses an 
universal murmuring was running through the crowd, 
then all was quiet 

Came die sound o( clattering htfses' hoofs, and down 
a nairow tree-dtaded flreel, proceeded a line of 
cavalry with drawn labte* gSltering in die sunshine. 

The crowd mechanically gave way — die voice of 
die commanding of^cer rose in rough and imperative 
tones. Above this shrine of Moloch, loomed a dark 
and gloomy building: in its front was the dial of a 
dock; it was running dose unto duee. 

A voice behind me exclaimed in a whisper — 'I 
hear them coming, 1 know; I've been heat before' 

*Who, ccHmng>' I ejaculated in an unnatural tone. 

'The Mundijts, sir; the Mundifl martyrs' replied 
die same voice. I turned — he was an old man, 
his head was uncovned and his hair floated like 
silver in die sun. 
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The MuNDiiT stf 

A low and diAant Eound wai heard, yet, a sound 
ihat was harsh and grating oa the cor. The crowd 
heaved Hke the swell ot an ocean and a groan of 
hontx buiit from every quaitei; — die next moment 
the car of death and juftice rolled into view. There 
were two piisoncrs, each sitting stolidly and enA as 
they rode. Two coffins were improvised into seats, and 
die prisoners were bare necked ready fot the execution. 

In front sat the executioner, robed in a loose black 
gown and was a figure hideous to the eyes of all, on 
his head he wore a black cowl, and over his face he 
were a mask of die same color. 

'What are these Mundists, and of what are diey 
guilty?" said 1, to the elder^ gentleman. 

"Ah, they are the pxx>r fools diat think all men are 
equally capable in ail things and tbat men of ef- 
ficiency should be doomed to spend their days in 
close association with the scum of the earth; thay 
ctMTUpt the word mundane, and are a rascally bunch 
of agitating socia ...." 

At this juncture the prisoners stepped out upon 
the scaffold, my old friend Antedetus i.'Arabee was 
one of them. 
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It my not occur to you dut I wn a deid man; 
wu, and have been hr many yean. Ofcoune, at 
dw tnae of diii writing 1 was quite aHve; but why 
linger over die vapoioui detail of the ba^ paA; iny 
jbody ha* long nnce tetucncd to its original aibe*, 
while my mmI, may, at this Teiy nonent, be ftand- 
ing at your tide. 

Pediaps you would be pleated to know dial thit 
il indited in a dank and muAy ton^, d>at ciumblet 
<» ibe biU of Sere, and Uei in die center of dw 
cemetery Pere La Chate. 



On the eoliy of the oppoting (orcet into Paiii* 
« beautiful yoong lady aniTcd at die Hotel Dekimie 
int wai widtoul tmf attendant '— could tcarcely ^leak 
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ft ward of French, and appeared to be wtfenng 
widi « »cvere attack ci mental agitation. From hw 
li^uUr ^peaiaace and being alone, swne delicacy 
wat fell in receiving hei. 

It wa» later learned that ihe wa» in Pari* in an 
effort to locate her betrothed, who wai a young 
officer <A lome renown; but from wh«n «he received 
DO tiding* Mnce the beginning o( the war. , She 
fell in with an elderly lady, who Kftened with kind- 
neu to hcf ftory and promited her every aniaaiicf 
within hei power, and the two of tliem concentrated 
every pouible effort to gather in whatever clue dieie 
was, fiai had any bearing upon the miuing young 

On the moming following one <A their late hour 
chats, and as eariy as decorum would permit, the 
couple accordingly sallied forth. Those who have 
never beheld a great city in die hands of a trium[A«at 
enemy, can conjeaure nothing so singularly exciting 
and piauresque; never was the ftrengdi and brilliancy 
of war more gorgeously displayed than when d»e 
Parisian capital was in die hands of the Teutons. 
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.Waifknof every natioD were atsembled diere, die 
bold and- ferocious coiuck, die hardy Ruuian, the 
warlike Auflrian, the dreamy ItaCaii, the cnu ignor- 
ant German, in (ad, subjedti of all naboni were 
proraiKUousIy tcattered through out the dty, guarding 
with lynx-eyed vigilance left the ever ftragetic French 
m^hl diiavow there abdication, and by Kune wdden 
ruse, again bid deliance lo their conqueror*. 

The two females pasted duough crowds of men 
(^ every type and disciiptitm, suddenly die young 
lady caught sight ofa young soldia of the 12di Hussan 

'^^Ahl' she exclaimed — '1 mufl see him, be will 
tell me, I'm sure he knows.' and she Auiobled bx- 
waid into his arms. 

The soldier's bead sunk uptm bit breaft and be 
pressed his hand nervously to his brow. 

'lit was on the field of Mount St. Jean.aud ...." 

''I know! I know!" she exclaimed, at the some 
moment a wild and [uercint^ laugh burst from 
her, bosom and slie turned and fled} fled from them 
never to return. 

1 1 was but three days later to this occurrence 
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that I Ktumed firom the front, and by lomc peculiar 
freak of chance I met die young soldier of the 1 2th 
altnoft inunedially. He infoimed tne in a vny few 
words that my beloved Theda was in a very pre- 
carious condition, and may at any moment become a 
modier. However, I flnaily located hei at the Hotd 
Fabrc 1 then learned that she had passed away: I 
was greatly dazed. Reludlantly, and with a heart 
full of sonow 1 approached the bed-chamber of the 
departed; the room was large, and very dark, and at 
eveiy itep within its gloomy preciiu^g 1 encountered 
the paraphernalia of the grave. The ct^io, so a menial 
told me, lay surrounded by the purple curtains juA 
before my eyes, and in that cc^in, he whisperingly 
assured me, was all that remained of the fair Theda. 
Who was it that asked if I desired to view the 
corpse? 1 had seen the lips of no one move, yet 
the que^on had been demanded, and die syllables 
ftill lingered in the room. It was impossible to refuse 
and with a sense of suffocation I dragged myself to 
the side of the bed. Gently I uplifted the sable 
draperies of the curtains; ai I let them fall ihey 
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decended upon my ilioulden, and ihottiBg iw ihiu 
out bom the Imng, endowd me in ibe ftmfteft oom- 
minion widi 6ie dead. The yay atmoqikete wu 
red<^nt of deadi; the peculiar tmell of the coffin 
■ickened me, and i tanded that a deleterious odor 
was already exhaHng Erom the body. 

I would have given woddi to ese^e — to fly 
from ^ pemlciou* influence of mortality, and hreadw 
Mice again die pure air of the heavent; but 1 did not 
have the power to move, and thue I flood, gazing 
Vpoo die frig^ul length of the rigid body as it lay 
b^>re toe in die daric, Udles* coffin. Did my Itfain 
reet> or had she really turned ha eyes tovrard mel 

1 did not moain to ascertain die aulfaentici^ of my 
suspicions, but s|»ang convulsively from her side, and, 
uttaing no word, lushed forth a maniac from that 
apartment of triple horror, mystery and death. 

Long years have since R^led away, and in the tonb 
of my betoved deceased I have spent the greater part 
of my dme. The fadse rep«t of nqr deadi at St Jean 
was disasterous. And now, diese pages I will cardul- 
ly fold, and geatly; oh. so gently [4ace diem beneath 
die lid and among die ashes of die blessed Theda where 
diey ftill npose quietly in a giuesome cofq>er box. 



CNSARTHLY CLAY 



lliete wu never a woman more k)veljr thu 
EfteB. And i cu iwear to ikis up<» my wuL iGngt 
had beot tfieir knee befwe die thrine of het imile* 
and men of everjr deKription were btf willing atten- 
dant!. 

A* tor nptJti I am a •cnlptor of great renown, 
and itmaf be needleu to add that my joy knew 
no boondi u mjr wedding widi thii heavenly goddesa 
drew near. ' ' i i - 

Her fftUiei, Vfha had ya& ^ed, was Uucfi avorw 
to our intention, and his laft wordi were in the iRape 
oi a cutM, which he endeavored to Iwing' dtiwii 
upon our heads; his death, howeyer.was the close'to 
all objei^oDS and the night set (or oih maniageww 
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•cheduted to be a vay popuUr aAui. Thii evem 
wu looB at lwn<l; the gorgeous ^>wliiieiiti of tbe 
beautiful Eitell wete Atawu open to dte maiqr gueAa. 

The princely; die iwUe; dw talented and die beau- 
tiful; paiMen, icuiptot, toi Hsn «( aU rank were 
present; for iavitaliom wen circalatad tv and wide. 

At Kven o'clock die more favored gueftt inivcd 
guefti diat were related to my bride or myielf. 

Though die lady of my heart profened to be 
extremely h^py. 1 could eanty we ^wt faitt hb- 
eanneuwid) which all woin«oe:q>erieacewi approach- 
ing the altai. 

~ A lumor wai afloat diat itept were being 
taken to intemqtt die ceremnqr. therefore, we 
had four gentlemen ' ftand widi naked nrocd*. At 
the cardinal began the lervice, EfteU wd I were 
kneeling at his feet, «k1 juft ai 1 wu about to 
plaoe die ring upon her finger, a glittering AilMto 
grasped by a naked ami, descended 'from one of 
the crowd into the bosom of my brtde. Shie gave 
a wild shriek and fcU into my arms. So iturtaat< 
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aacoos wai the blow with the appcannce c^ the 
ana that there was oo time to tiUier defend or 
ffctect her. But ere the hand was withdrawn, 
it was cleft at the wrist tqr a man on guard. 

The auauin, in the cammobon, had inAant^ {al- 
ien back and hid amid the throng. The lou of hu 
hand had, to fome degree, uded him to eKape,at 
die ^11 of the hand had nMUK^xilized die immediate 
attention of the cmnpany. 

'No need to wotry" Mid the houie (Acer with 
the broad muitache and naiiow mind, 'the loM of 
hit hand it his-undmng, he can never etci^.' 

The exeilement became intenie I Eveiy man looked 
upon hii neighbM widi honor and ■u^>icion, and aD 
terrified to know dtat an auaitin was among ihem. 

'As I live I' brake in die man vrfao had leveted 
it; ' 'tit a vroman't' and he held up to view 
a veiy exquisitely formed hand, die dro(» of oimion 
gore dial had, in Kme manner ftaiaed itt back, faiought 
out a moA beautiful «ontraft in color; die finger* were 
nn^n)^ qrmmettical, and on one <rf ihem wai a 
ling of- peculiar aetdng. 
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"This ring," exclaimed the dundeiheaded detedive 
"will enable me lo bring die vilKan tojuftice, calm 
yourselves folks, I'll land the wretch sooner or later 
and don't you forget it." 

For die moment my Ixab reeled and clawing 
die corpse of my dreams into my arms, fled wildly 
into an ajoining room. The murderer was no where 
to be found in the chapel; no traces of blood were 
visible in any of the 3f>artments, and the whole ter- 
rible affair remained wrapped in mystery. 

The hand that had been caSt upon the alter for 
public recognition, was given to me and 1 carefully 
placed it within my pocket; I kissed die fair Elflell 
a laft farewell and with a heart bowed widi sorrow 
departed from the scene. 

T^ere was no need of my remainig m the city longer 
and I forthwidi departed tot Paris. The extraordinary 
affair seemed lo be a marvelous ciicumAance and 
was the momentary seiuatioD throughout die entire 
country. But at length, though ftill remaining a 
mystery, die public intereft subuded, and in a few 
week* all ccanment had died awa^ tat, startHng events 
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loUow upoa tbe ftep* of och other too frequently 
and men have too nnicb (J tbeii own cmcenu to le- 
gud, to niSer any one paTticulai subjed to long 
engage dieii minds. 

One night toward the imall bouri of moraii^, I- 
wa* ilightijr ftartkd by a tight ta{)piiig upon the 
door; I htd not yet retired and was lounging dream- 
ily in my ftudio over a mug oi mm; as I turned 
my head in the diiedion of the sound, the door 
slowly opened and a tall middle-aged man entered 
inugly enveloped in a heavy grey cloak. On hit 
head was a low cap, much in die manner of a 
prieft'c he entered and closed the door . 
behind him. 

There was something in die air o( this person 
that inAantly impressed me with awe; and risin^^, t 
awaited his wants; he walked very near and moboned 
me to be re-seated, 1 obeyed in silence; his 
eyes seemed to arreftmine like a basilisk's, his' brow 
was broad and intelle<3ual, his face was very firm 
and commanding, while his eyes were brilliant and 
inconceivably penetrating. . , 
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'You are die tcu^tor Ipienune' uid he, in • de^ 
muiical VMce; and I novoo^ nodded in the affinn- 
itiye. 

'I need die aid oi yotn ait, and my widie*mii4 
be complied with; we will depart at <mce.' 

1 dropped my gaze to the floor and contemplated die 
proposition foi some time, and at lengdi. (or laoM 
unaCcoiitable reason complied. I feh like one under 
a severe spell of mesmerism, and a [ew momenta lata 
bund us hunying along die Rue de Neau, and turning ' 
suddenly into a dimly lighted cul de sac we fiepped 
into die majeftic entrance of KHne magnificent dwel- 
hng. It was daik, save where die moonlight 
streamed through the tall narrow window*, and after 
pasung through several long halls i^ ftiacdy grandeur 
he ted me into a unall but elegant chamber. 

"Is be with yos, signer?" cried a young femalt 
of exquisite beauty, rising from an ottoman rather 
impatiently. 

"He has obeyed me to the letter'' he said 
' 'and ' will be at your exclusive service for the 
remainder of the night." he tamed to me with an 
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expietsion of comnund and motioned me to Aep 
forwaid; in coirfrontiiig her, 1 became conidous that 
I knew her well; ^e was about twen^-two, andt 
widi a faultless (ace and figure, her features wcK 
charactcdzed by the fineA expression <^ Italian beau^. ' 

As 1 say, 1 knew her well, fof she was the model 
and caA'off mifiress of my stay in Rome; yet, neither 
of us gave any sign of lecognitiMi. 

'Prepare your tools and clay, and take your fialioa 
by the lady's couchi' commanded the mesmenft; 
(foe such he was) 1 complied, ovuwhelmed with 
wonda and growing curiosity; one of her arms wa< 
bared half up. displaying a contour of matchless beauty. 

She smiled in a moft melancholy manner as t 
approached; when, to n^ great surprise, she disrobed 
her right arm, the hand was gone I hiflandy the bte ti 
my lady Ejlell flashed before me, but 1^ neither loc^ 
nor deed, did 1 give vent to my feelings. 

The mesmer, in full faith of his intani^, «ide«Tored 
to convert die hand <A clay, which I modeled, into • 
living member; he bent ' k>w ovn the female, and 
with his uncanny power soon had her into a deep and 
lafling sleep. Hie oppcxtunity for revenge was supeiK 
1 had my dirk [utning diem in death with but a single 
firoke, and ihey are still ^ring, no doubt; face face, moul- 
deiing, UKMnoit by nomrat into a mau of meaidilycby. 



THE CASE OF JAMES GAFFEEN 



PhtloK^hy is but an artifiic atrangemcDt of con' 
soling thoughts, yet, all things are phased to some 
extent by its compelling peisifien<7. 

What evei were the philosophic powers of James 
Gafleen is a matter of little tf no moment, nor was 
his religion to be found eidier here nor there, but 
his wai a fate dut amused me to a very deep degree 
and 1 have often whiled die moootooous hours of 
many nights, silently pondeting over his peoiUai case. 

Vice is always a virtue in the estimation of its 
possessor; therefore, I can safely say, that I have 
been marvelously blessed with a turn of mind diat 
takes the greatest delight ia the westdest, and most 
morbid metaochoGa attainable. 



D,mi,.=db,Gooylc 



«T THC CAS« Op JAMK9 OAPPKm 

Now the priaoo at Wszholm is a dicaiy boild- 
iiig. and stands in a moat dejected """WT oath* 
soggr side of an andeot hill, its classic otit lin« 
looming aboTs its immtdiata s uffoatding. 

It was at this bousa c^ comctioa that, hj pn- 
tending to be an inmate, I tnaoaged to tiva ia eloM 
conuinnuoti,withth«outlaw. Janus Gaffaan. 

"n )i c Md tMBc' sAid b*. OBa <kt "Tliit • 
anh, even for a momcttt, ahotttd be forcibly tota 
fna ^tidt of oa« wboU he loves; jail waA • 
case is mine; I admit tt«t I tore ahrajrs Uwd 
jnst a little oat of the strict and namnr Unfti of 
tM tjnv, but; WHh an, I 'm a philosopher, as wen 
sV a sun flf high wank, IJflen;' lie uid. tumtng 
to nit «idi a Aaire of auotiM 'Ute C^eca of 
Asa ^taf cotuwy u «qr affinity; I fa* Met her » tba 
wxHxh at f>hH& ilie lud, d«>d|fk abAfc freak of 
dMBoe. beoMnfe sepentcd fpou bet conyaaions, slid 
■M leH>wim at the tittle thitt die wa* die qmea, I 
rMl« t<M^^ iq> to bfer and dnttoatted. 

Sbe reguded me ■■ alter aleaoe lot soma time, but 
at Wagdi, aa ihe was aboot h> yAip up her bone I 
dxew n^ anns ^Mwt hei wmft and Uted herlo ih* 
giound; mvcb to sqr siainse, A^ allersd aoajr cl 
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fear, but with an impuUiTe itmggle released bet- 
skV and ftepped a pace away confrontiiig me widt 
an ail o{ superior!^. But knowing as 1 do, that 
atl people ore of one Aandaid, as fai as sex is oon- 
eemed — I Sepped forward, and crushed her to my 
bosom widi many passionate tosses.' 

'Reiped me* the cried 'i am youi qtieenl* and 
drew h«8eU up in a moft dignified manner. Bat • 
roan of my character heedi no '1 am better than ibou' 
geftures, aoi any other frivoli^ of the like. 

"The firangest part <rf the whole affair" continued 
die bandit "lies in die hA dut the returned my k>ve 
and agreed to meet me die following day at the tame 
time and place; ao die next day, at 1 drew into die 
tiyst, I wassurrounded byan armed guard and placed 
into this infernal prison; but why diould 1 carel" be 
added in a tone of self encouragement 'The Queen'* 
love is the key to my liberty, and my instiiKtive bidi 
in hcT undybg affedion can never be diattered.......* 

'ComeGafeenI' interupted die jailer, swinging wide 
die door 'The ^eens will must be dmie, and die 
executioner awaits you." 
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THE LITERARY MARTYR 



Antonio Phrendi was an author of uncMnmon 
qualifications: ^t ii to uy, he wu an auUiof 
whosp uncommon qualification Eor gall and un- 
paia'elleled affronlery was unsurpassed. As 
the editor of the 'Argo' it befell me to have 
many dealings widi this young Don (^uxote oE 
the pen, and many, and many a time 1 was 
tempted to throtde him without warning. 

He would sit toi hours and chew at his pipe 
like a cat eating taffy and widi inimitable 
persistence he would urge upon one to bodi 
read and praise his lateft abortive tales. Be aXt 
diis as it may, for he died; and is no doubt 
ialiy dead in every lence of the word. Upon 
hii death bed, however, he handed me \a» 
Ufl will and teftament, diTough which I leaned 
that 1 was his sole hein ud it is, no doubt, 
needless to add itai all his wealdi, in its oitiii^, 
oonsifted of one dollar and thirty cents finincially 
and two thousand nuuuciipts, diiadvanlngeouily. 
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A* fot njrselh I tm anything but cxtraTagut, 
•ad it u with Mine teluctance ihtt I htfe Mthii 
muteipiece 'Veiled ciicumftaBce*' into priit 
IT FOLLOWS 

Fanned 1^ peari-ct^ed zef^yrs, Roia and 
John MUBtered along the iweet-scented iwaid. 
in die dittance an Irouly fithennan wai plodded 
gayly honewaid. 

'Let me tell jrou. John' laid Rota, speak- 
ing Toy earneAly; 'let me tell of the kind of 
love dul I hacy. I fancy a love made up of 
Arengdi and miucle, with tool and btawn Jtoied 
in; a love vibiani with cydomM' vokaiw*, eaith- 
qii^i, pile driven and iwilch engine*; a love 
dtat can bU an oak tree with but a nngle em- 
brace; a love that can tbiaJt boiHog lava •■ 
ibeu^ it weie die neclai of the gods; in tlwrt 
1 BUI* have, and hold liceMioumeN fonv«t 
and anon. 

"llat ii ^r idea cxaAly* said John; 'And 
1 demand a love d»t could put old Father Taaa 
into the Undcrgardfla.' Hwy tried to fan at 
; but their ejrea wan ao ^ of onger- 
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neu and local ph]rncal atmdion ttiey could see 
nodiing. The ^y presenled an exbaordinaiy 
appearance. In some places there were patches 
of yellowish orange, like ripe pumpkins wa^ed 
by the eaily morning dew; and then, anon, one 
could see aieas of greenish blues, hlackish whites 
and all around the burning moon-light was 
lecatcinanting violently from the immediate sur- 
rounding. 

Great flashes of refradled sun-rays sifted dim' 
die dan^ breath of a tiied rhinoceros. The 
universal hannony ilimalated tlie aggravation of 
the cockchafer and a buich of flimsy cloud$ 
puddled around in ths sky as nature intended 
dtey should do. One does not often behold 
an evening of such gorgeojs and abnormal 
beautification; upon this specific occasiim mother 
nature was no slob, Mother Nature on diis 
night was patterning a la Francaue and her 
beaux ^eux glittered salaciously a Foulrance. 
It was beyond aU doubt, a night of glory, to 
be concise, I n;ay say, without fear of contra- 
diction that it was a glorious night; in a word. 
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the night wu gkxioiu. Ai dwy turned into an 
open ailJesac they met the girl't bthef. 'Ah 
dwie / y<Hi old Aiff' My> J<^ 'Your Tehual b> 
gnnt outmarriage u a joke, I know "- ha! ha! hal 
how very pleasant you are at times.' 

--'Ho I ho I Wot' said he,-. ' curie youl yesi' 
~ ' I i^neu' you would come to time; now listen 
cM scout, just when do you think it had betlet 
come 6^}' 

. 'Come oS, you scoundrel! what do youmean 
by that? better wait till it goes on.' 

'Hal hal hal —'he, he, hel that's^gopd. I90' 

»vd John 'oh, that's capital— fuc^ a wit! ^it 
all. we ^want just now,, is yout coDsenf ,and 
bleMfing, also*, he continued 'we would, like you 

to. set die date, an^ ftiputate itprefus^."., 
.^fere.tbe. old man, fiiA(^>sned'his. eyei,«itd 
thsn-W -mouth -lo quite a-reiqaikable titteRti 
tad J9, diis condition he remained, (ever aoon 
{Hestbg. his hand to his :(oie'head) cuntil John 
had finished wiA hit palaver. Hien the -<Jd 
Epan. gazed helplessly heavenwardr flaggeteda- 
bout. ajmofi. Ufdesily, and— expired^ Notr 
widiAanding, however, 1 can safely say dial 
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it was a glorious night. The couple turned 
into the 'Dew drop Inn' foe lefreshments and 
to inquire into the condition ot the weather, 
not so much diat they had anything in common 
with the atmospheric phenomena prevalent, but 
simply from the fa<a that the weather is, was, 
and always will be the principal topic oF all 
time. John flepped quickly up to the side of 
the restaurateur and whispered much in the 
manner ol one about to commit murder. 

"How's the weather >" 
The queftion was a deep one, and the restaurateur 
was utterly tranced upon the spot. 

'The weather?" asked the proprietor, as he 
pondered upon the profundity of the subje^, 
'It is the weather of which you ask ?" 

"Yes. yes.' 

'Very well; the weather is, beyond all doubt 
in a moft lovely con 

'No sir" snapt John, with an air of injured 
innocence. And again applied his stupendous 
query to the bewildered proprietor. 

St 
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"How'i Ac weatfiw?' 

"The weather,' flarted die restaurateur 
gazing helplessly about, 'is undoubtedly'' — 

■Nowrl" 

■Indubitably' — - 

"No sir 1" 

"Indisputably" — 

"No sirl" 

"Evidently" — 

' No sir ' 

' Incontrovertibly' — 

'No sill' 

'For God's saLe, shut upl' 

'No sir, the weather is no such thing!" The 
weadier is simply glorious, glorious! f 

The sudden entightment was too much far the 
rheumy vitativeness of the teutonic restaraleur, 
who leaped into the air with all the characteristics 
of the blubbery gennan, and splattered himself 
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in a gigantic mass of sanies upon the floor. A 
wise little frenchman seeing that the carcass was 
oozing with racial and anatomical grease, began 
to spread ashes about to prevent the fallen 
square-head from sliding out the front door; all 
diis time, John flood spitting refletftivly upon the 
bar. An irish inel»iate who had Audied med- 
icine through the advertising pages of Puck pro- 
nounced the dutchman deaJl 

Upon hearing this, every man in the place 
held bis breath, except the deceased teuton^ 
and his breadi was so ilrong he could'nt hold 
it. T^e noted pessimist, Loquacious Larabee, 
dropped his mug of rum-gudgeon, grabbed up 
the rufly ftove shovel, and severed the corpse' 
head upon the spot. 

'You see," he said, as he strung the cranium 
to the doric chandelier byits mangy locks "You 
see we have here a perfedt specimen of (erreous 
refuse; now let the artifl of the beautiful flep 
a little bit nearer; Now gentlemen" he con- 
tinued, "express yourselves." 

"EMvinel" shouted the ladies.(P) 
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THE LITERAttY MARTYR 

' Divine' said die deadman'swife, entranced 

'Divine!' shouted a chorus of voices. 

"What's all this you're trying to devine?' 
broke in Jack London, daggering into the room 
under a load of rot-gut and lifted manuscripts; 
'Here men' he continued 'To the hogs with 
this ill-fated tub of swill, avaAl 1 say; and do 
as I bid, it roujt needs be my will and as an 
immortal rough-neck 1 tolerate nothing, my vfoii 
is gold, cold and bold, and it is I that am 

"Belay thatl" iotemipted Loquacios Larabee, 
astoni^ed not more at the egotia's speech than 
at the monitive manner of the man — 'Belay 
that I say, I am the poet laureate of Bonebed's 
barber shop' and no bass varlet shall pull a 6uke 
onme." At this jun(5ture, great cries of "bravo" 
echoed thru' die building in gutteral raucity; thus 
encouraged, the pessimistic poet laureate con- 
tinued, "Let us all sluff^a mug of rum' he said 
'in dire hatred, to London the literary lifter." as 
they finished, the flagitious fumes, filose as they 
were, suffocated die group, leaving a ^de of 
veiled circumftances, hovering over all. 



THE LITERARY MARTYR 

'Dear edibxof the Argo:- Myname ii Mr. 
Antone Ooss, of diis I am quite certain, but my 
DOtn de plume, as you may be elated to leara 
is Antonio Phiench; that I have gieat laooir vivre 
you will see at once. I have been speaking the 
engBsh tongue for several weeks, and take great 
delight in teaching a natural bom American, 
the proper way in which to speak his hereditary 
tongue. 1 haveoftenbeenalludedtoasthc niodem 
Siakeipeare, but this is a rank inju^ce to me, 
not so much diat Shakespeare uita a (ool, but 
simply that I, myself, am his superior. 

'I only know too well thai hooisoil qui maly 
pense, andlhavebeen blessed by Deo, non^r/u/ui. 
It is absurd to contemplate my ever failing in 
this life, even for a moment, C'cA a dire, au pis 
alier, cmite qu il coute [ shall comer fame. 
Your patronizing superior 
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1 will not Hatto the ignotamus by tennJng 

him a fool I And vAmt is more difficult 
Aan to address an audience of dunderiieads and 
bfainless wonden ? Wilh this explanation, 1 feel 
that you will get my drift at once, and under- 
stand frcun die outset the cause of my hesitancy 
in essaying the following. 

If you are criminal enough to associate the 
wmd ihyroe as a synonym to art or poetry, you 
will, I fear, fmd little of intereS in this paper, 
which is all to do widi Poetiy, — Poetiy, awcsd 
wfaidi awakens in different minds, according to 
dieir several taAes and conflitutions, such very 
opposite feelings: the objedl of the enthusiasm 
of one party, of indtffeience to another, almojl 
of contempt or reprobation to a third. 

SubjetS to all this variety of appreciatien, it 
leems only a natural course, and one suggefled 
1^ (hat partiality which every writer is «q>posed 

D,mi,.=db, Google 



, to have for the dieme o( his own adoptioo, to 
commence with a brief description and vindi- 
cation of its character; and yet, upon refledion, 
such a proceeding may be deemed abnoft 
superfluous. By those who are piepossessed 
in favor of the subjed, what recommendation 
will be required, with Aose on the contrary 
who are prejudiced againA it, what vindication 
will avail > It is in vain diat we appeal to 
tafles and feelings which have no exiflence; it 
is in vain that we endeavor to altar the ingrained 
nature oi diingi, or expe<5l them to respond to 
us in any voice than their own, however power- 
ful the hand, oi cunning the touch to which 
diey may be subjeifttd. No skill in the performer 
can elicit harmony hom discordant firings; no 
skill in die perfcsmer can alter die quali^ of 
the inArument, can call forth die deep voice of 
die violin cello, firom the lute, or swell the tinkle 
of die guitar into die loud and lengdiened clangors 
(J the trumpet ; die moft enchanting prospetfl 
is a mere blank to the blind, and all the melt- 
ing soul oi harmony will plead in vain to the 

H 
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lealed up portals of the deaf. Id like man- 
ner. it would be idle to paint to the imagin- 
ation where there it no imagination to appreciate 
^e poutlraitute, worse dian idle to address the 
language of feeling to that breast, which is a 
stranger to all the finer and more generous 
impulses of our nature. 

Rather, therefore, in compliance with form, and 
to extend that protection to my subject which 
it has a right to expect from me, dian with any 
view to reason die callous or indifferent into 
taste and feeling, ^all I briefly advert to its 
claims and character. What then is that sub- 
ject, what is Poetry > The word is derived 
horn the Greek verb which signifies creation or 
moention ; and vtidely as Poetry has extended 
it) signification, it still retains enough of its 
primitive character to vindicate the correctness 
<A its derivation. 

Poetry, indeed, is essentially creative : in its 
most simple form as the mere description of 
external nature, it it not a passive minor idly 
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refieOtng objedi placed before its eye;' even 
here, it is u active discriminating and to a 
certain extent, a creative agent. It decomposes 
ending appearances, reduces them to their pri- 
mary elements, and leconatnicts more pleasing 
and effective ccunbinations from the same : dius 
creative in its very <»igin, it developes the 
faculty nune fully as it proceeds, 'till in its 
Wtieit departmenl it carries invention to the high- 
est possible pitch, and becomes creative ahogether. 

Here it not only originates, but peoples a 
region of its own, it embodies passion, incident 
and character, and, interweaving the whole into 
the interefl of connedled narrative, calb fordi a 
more animated, picturesque, and impassioned 
world. 

Poetry is inventive in the very language 
it employs. Rejeding ordinary forms of expres- 
lion, it is continually aspiring to more novel and 
striking combinations, altering with this view 
and interchanging the properties of things, 
tiiuSuring and enrobing them with the colon 
and co^me of each other, and thus regaling 
die imagination with a species of brilliant verbal 
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nufquemcle. In umple pnue, die «ai liAens, 
but poetry telli you in its own pecubar dialed 
^t ihe ear inhales sweet tounds, dius bonow- 
iDg the pn^>erty of one sense and transferring it 
to another. But in these borrowings and trans- 
mulatioas there is truth and conaflency. The 
*eye Bfteni,' would be a soteciun in language, 
the term being itritSly confined to die ear; but 
ibo' the vetb inhale has reference to die bceadi, 
yet it has brudi and propriety as a general term 
ior Reclpiencii for admilting or recerDiri;. But 
in its full amplitude of signification. Poetry is a 
comprehensive term indeed, embracing every 
thing that can interest or effect in the wide reg' 
ion of Nature or of Art. 

When we gaze on die rising sun and feel 
our energies renewed with die renewed eustence 
of die day, diis is Poetry, the buoyant Poetry 
of hope and expectation; as die day advances 
and oppressed by the meridian heat we court 
die shade, and curtained by its verdant screen, 
abandon ourselves to all die luxurious Usiitude 
of die no«Mitide hour, this too is Poetry; at die 
« 
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day dectinei and aynqwlhizing with that deden- 
sion our ipirits take a calmer hue, a> if the 
brighter colort of the mind began to fade wilh 
the fading glories of the day, du> too n Poetty ; 
when night c<»ne> on with hei lolemn bend 
and lilent stars, and we feet all the deep hushed 
serenity of that celestial hour, as if our q>irits 
caught the tinge of that pale pure otb we gaze 
upon, aldiough our feelings differ as much hom 
what they were in the morning as does die young 
and radiant sun from his pensive pallid sister of 
the night, ftill this is Poetry. 

The same remark applies to the imitative 
wixid. Chained to the chariot of triumphal ait 
as we gaze enamoured of some finished production 
oi the senator, and inhale the ambrosial asped 
of a Venus or an Apollo; though statuary sup- 
plies the inspiratioa. Poetry is the feeling inspired ; 
when we listen to harmonious sounds and exper- 
ience those indescribable emotions which only 
Music can elicit h<(Hn the soul, this too is Poetry ; 
hence the PoeUy of musk; the Poetry of 
Sculpture! ibe PoeHy of Painting; and wben 
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Pavlowa, the Queen of Dance, was laid to 
exhibit in her performance the Poetry of Motion, 
I'lere was not less philosophical tnidi, than delicate 
beauty in the compliment. Thus Poetiy is intim- 
ately associated with whatever is most pure, 
impassioned or imaginative in Nature or in Art, 
with all that is most elevated in character, most 
exquisite in sensation; it raises the mind to a 
capacily for enjoying whatever is exalted and 
re&ned; it raises the most ordinary obje<% or 
occunence into a source of exalted and re- 
fined enjoyment 

The enlivcDer and vivifier of existence, it is 
continually enlarging, as we cultivate it, die 
^here of our innocent enjoyments, so that a man 
of polite imagination is let into a great many 
pleasures that the vuglar are not capable ci 
re<:eiving ; he can converse with a picture and 
find an agreeable companion in a statue. 

Having expressed my views upon this subje<3 
1 will, widtout retrospedion, continue to travel : 
* Like one who walks a lonesome road 
Who's heart is full of dread. 
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And having once locked 'round, wallu oa 
And turns no more his head. 
Because he knows a highthil fiend. 
Does close behind him tread." 






J 
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AN ULTIMATE BXPBRIBNCB 



The autbor oCdeedy-Cteed* wasamarvel, 
and I can ufely lay, that hit undying fame 
i* faH accompli and, abo, that he and Kari M^ikt 
are gens de mane familU when it comes to jeu 
tk mob. 

When, this worthy knight oi the inkwell 
fitA hniit into print, it was, I am sorry to say, 
dirough the pages of the 'Argo,' a paper oi 
which I am editc», proprietor and main Mogul. 

Knee the time his talc fiiA appeared in my 
Journal, 1 have been so terribly harassed by 
the reading public dial 1 have been feeling most 
unc<»nfortably »mular to the immortal hero in a 
'Piece offtring.' There is no doubt but what 
his article was cMifined Jlri<3ly to die truth, as he 

says in a note attached " and as my son 

and 1 entered die prison yard I was more than 
delighted upon Aepping into die shadow of die 
gallows, it was in full [vepaiation to receive some 
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AN ULTIMATE eXPERIENCC 

fortUMtle (or unbHtunate) vidim oi the noose. 
I un « nun dul has ahvays made a pradtice d 
PoU-panodng ideas of others; ftill, it is but ne- 
ural for a man minus intuition or conftniAion to 
aaw incessantly upon dead thoughts. 

My t^tportusity was now at hand to poU-panot 
the sensation of a man who waltzes with death 
at die end of a r^>e; being unable to delineate 
my sensations in [»opei elaboration, iot I am only 
a cankerous radical, and my incapabilities have 
always kept me shoulder to shoulder with Aetap'i 
[<a who sought the grapes ; I therefore, will ex- 
pect yourftafilo put myarticleoutcomme///iu', 
ftill, some years ago 1 put a bunch of wtwds to- 
gether, myself, and formed them into long mockisK 
sentences that firtally took on the appearance of 
a book. As I said, 1 was elated to behold die 
gallows and with an encouraging nudge from my 
companion, I gave a hop, skip and a jump vault- 
ing the scatfold in a jiffy, then placing my bean 
through die enticing loop 1 dispatched myself 
upon the ^>ot As I am absolutely mechanical 



D,<iz=<i„Gooylc 



AN ULTIMATK 

and am dw poueuot of about as much free hand 
gnce that's noticeable on a fleam (hovel, Iwiah 
dial you would imagine my predicament and 
make it into a head-line ftory for your paper, 
tun off with: die, I did not. Then niit your- 
■eU from there oui and obliged. 
Sincerily 

Cephalic Rock. 

(My ctxnpHance appean very obvious in the 
•equet) 

Die, I did not. the sudden jeik given to my 
aedt M 1 ihot through the drop, merely proved 
to be a lenMtion of a mofl pleasing nature, and 
but for the chafing of the n^K;, ihe prestuie of 
the knot and die rapid swelling of my cities, 
[found, diat hanging was, after all, an experience 
not to be forgotten, and too, it is a gift from die 
State to the people, of die very highefl order. 

I heard my heart beatmg with vtolenee — 
and the veins in my hands and wrifts swelled 
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AN ULTIMATE 



nearly to burAing, my temples ihiobbed temp- 
eftuously. Yet when I >ay that in spite of kU 
this my sensations were not absolutely intolerable, 
I will not believed. 

Theie were noises in my eais, firft like the 
lolling o( huge bells — then tike the beating c^ 
a thousand drums — then, lastly, like die low, 
sullen munnurs ol the sea. But these noises were 
far from being disagreeable. 
, Although, the powers ol my mind were con- 
fused and distorted, yet 1 was — flrange to sayl 

— well aware of such confusion and diftortion. 
1 could, with unerring promptitude deteimineat 
will in what particulars my sensations were cor- 
rect — and in what particulars 1 wandered frcnn 
the path. I could even feet with accuracy how far 

— to whal very point, such wanderings had 
misguided me, but still without the power of 
coiret^ng my deviations. I took besides, at the 
same time, a wild delight in analyzing my con- 
ceptions. Memory, which, of all other faculties, 
should have first taken its departure, seemed on 
the contrary to have been endowed with quadru- 

M 
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I UkTIMATC CXPSmeMCK 



pled power: Each incident of my past life flitted 
before me like a shadow. There was not a 
brick in the building where I was born —- not 
a dogleaf in the primer I had diumbed over 
when a child — not a tree in the forefl where 
I hunted when a youdi — not a ftreel in the 
cities I had traversed when a man, that I did 
not at that time mod palpably behold. I could 
repeat to myself entire lines, passages, chapters, 
books, from the ftudies of my earlicA days ; and 
while, I dare say, the crpwd around roe were 
blind with horror, or aghajl with awe, I was 
alternately with Aeschylus, a demi-god, or with 
Ariflophanes, a frog. 

A dreamy delight suddenly took bold upon 
my spirit, and I imagined that I was filled to the 
brim with dago red, and that I had juft finished 
feeding upon die Ha^sh of ifae old Assassins. 
But gbmpsei of pure, unadulterated reason were 
ftill caught occasionally by my soul. 

By some unusual pressure of the rope againA 
my face, a portion of die cap was shoved away 
and I found to my aitonishment that my mental 
powers yrae not altogedier distroyed. 

« ,o;(le 



AN ULTIMATK KXPEMCNCK 

A tern of waving he«d> rolled around me. 
In dw intcDti^ of my delight I eyed diem widi 
feeling! erf die deepest cmuniieTation, ane blessed. 
a* I looked upon the haggard assembly, the 
superior benignity ct my ftopa stan. 

I now reasoned, rapidly I believe — pro- 
foundly I am Mire — upon principles of common 
law — propriety of that law especially, for captial 
punishment, absurdities in political economy which 
till then 1 had never been able to acknowledge 
— dogmas in die old Aristotelians now generally 
denied, but not the less intrinsically true — de- 
teAable school formulae in Bourdon, in Gamier, 
in Lacroix — ^nonymes in L'Arabe — lunar 
lunabc dieories in Socialism ---' logic in War 
what for? — profundity in War what fM? — genius 
in War what for } everything in War what for ? 

Then came, like a flood, Coleridge, Kant and 
Pandieiim; then like a deluge, came Academic, 
Pergola, LaSala, Ned in the firft reader, and ^Ton. 

Came a gigantic change in my mental regions; 
a great ftorm, a ten4>eft of ideas, vafi, novel, 
and soul Oiiring, bore my ^nrit afar off. 

ro ,-- I 



AN UbTIMATI CXPUIKNCK 

Cmfunoii amtdtd upon confiinMi lilw a 
wave upon a wave. Inaveiy ihort time ScheUuig 
hinuelf would have been latufied with my entire 
\oM oi leU-ideni^. The crowd becamea mau 
oi meie abdmctioD. 

About this time 1 became aware oi a heavy 
(aU and tbock — but, although the concuwion 
jwred through my frame, I had not dte tlighteat 
idea of its having been sustained in my own pro- 
per person, and thought of it as an incident 
pecuhai to some other existence — an idiosyncrasy 
betonging to some other Ejis. h was at this 
moment "-as I afterwards discovered — dial 
having been suspended for the full term of exe- 
cution, it was thought pr<q>er to remove my body 
ftom die gallows. 

Much sympathy was now exercised in my behalf 

— and as no one in the city wanted to identify 
my body, it was ordaed that I should be interred 
in the puUic sepulchre on die following m<»ning. 

I lay, in die meantime, widioul signs of life 

— aldiongh iaxa die moment, 1 suppose, when 
the rope was loosened from my neck, a dim 

n 

r,.i... ...Gooylc 



coniciouuiess o( my situation oppressed me like 
die nightmue. 

1 was laid out in a diambei tufficienlly small, 
and veiy much encumbered with furniture — 
yet, to me it appeared of a size to contain the 
universe. I have never before or since, in body 
or in mbd, suffered half so much agony as from 
diat single idea. 

Strange I that the simple conception of abflrad 
magnitude — of infinity — - should have been 
accompanied with pain. Yet so it was. 'With 
how vajt a difference' said I, 'in life as in 
death, in time and in eternity, here and hereafter, 
^11 our mereA sensations beimbodiedl' 

Came the night, and I was aware that it was 
dark, yet the same terrible conceit ftill over- 
whelmed me. It was not confined to die 
boundaries of the apartment, it extended, altho' 
in a more definite manner, to all objetSs, and, 
perhaps, 1 vnll not be underitood in sayittg that 
it extended also to all sentiments. My fingers 
as, they lay cold, clammy, Jtiff, and pressing 
helplessly one against another, were, in my 
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AN ULTIMATE eXPCMICNCC 

, iwelled to a lize, well — /e ne sab 
qaoi. Every portion of my frame became enor- 
nKHu; the pieces of money, I well remember, 
dut wae placed upon my eyelid*, failed to 
keep them effedhially doKd, and teemed huge, 
like the chariot-wheels of Olympia, orBenHur. 

Yet it ii very singular that I experienced rko 
•eue of weight --of gravity. C^ the contrary 
1 was put to much inconvenience by the buoyancy 
and a tantalizing difficulty of keeping down, 
which is always felt by the swimmer in deep 
water. 

Amid the tumult <A my terroii I laughed 
widi a heavy internal laugh to think what incon- 
gruity there would be — could I arise and walk 
—'between the elasticity of my motion, and the 
mountain of my lona. Came the night — and 
widi it a new crowd t^ horrors. The contci- 
' outneii ci my approaching interment, began to 
assume new disbnctnest, and consistency — yet 
never for one moment did I irrtagine that 1 
toaz actually deaJ. " This then " — I mentally 
q;>ecalated — "diis darkness which is palpable, 

n 
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AN ULTIMATE eXPKHIENCK 

and of^reMci vridi a *eiue oi niffocation — 
diii — diii — is — indeed death. This i* deadi 
— ^ is death the letrible — death die holy. 
This i* die deadi undetgone by Reguhis, and 
equal^ by Seneca. 

Thus — thus, too, shall I always remain, 
always, always remain. Reason is billy, and 
Philosophy a lie. No one will know my sen- 
sations, my horror-'- my despair. Yet will men 
still persist in reasoning, and philosophizing, and 
making diemselves fools. 

There it, 1 find, no hereafter but this. This, 
this, this, is the only Eltemityl — and what, O 
Baalzebubl — whal an Eternity I, to lie in this 
vast , this awful void, a hideous, vague, and 
unmeaning anomaly, motionless, yet wishing fu 
motion, powerless, yet longing toi power, for- 
ever, forever, and forever I " But die mcsning 
broke at length, and with its misty and gloomy 
dawn arrived in triple horror die paraphernalia 
ctf the grave. Then, and not till then, was I 
' fully sensible <rf the fearful fate hanging over 
me. The phantasms of die night had faded with 
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AN INTIMATE cxpemENce 

■ti ihadows, and the actual tenors of dw yawn- ' 
iag tomb left me no heart for the bugbear 
speculationi of Transcendentalism. 1 have be- 
fore mentioned that my eyes were but impyerfectly 
closed — yet I could not move them in any degree, 
those objects alone which crossed the direct line 
of vision were within the sphere of my com- 
prehension. 

But aaoss that line of vision spectral and 
stealthy figures were continually flitting, like the 
ghosts of Banquo. They were making hurried 
preparations for my interment. 

Firft came the coffin which ^ey placed 
quietly by my side. Then the undertaker with 
attendants and a screw-driver. Then a stout 
man whom I could distinctly see and who took 
hold of my feet — - while one whom I could only 
feel lifted me by the head and Uioulders. 

Togedier they placed me in the coffin, and 
drawing the shroud up over ray face proceeded 
to faften down die lid. One of the screws, 
missing its proper dire<ftion, was saewed by 
die carelessness of the undertaker deep down 
into my shoulder, and a convulsive Judder ran 



AN ULTIMATK^ EXPEMKMCE 

through-out my fnine. With what bocTor, widt 
what uckenbg (^ heart did 1 lefied dial 
one minute wodci a umilar nianifestatioit <rf lifa 
would, in aO probability, have prevented my 
inhumatioD. But alai 1 it was now too late, and . 
hope died away wtthio my boiom as [ felt my- 
self lifted upon the shoulders of men — carried 
down die stair-way — and thrust within die hearse. 

Dwing the brief passage to the cemetery my 
sensations, which for sometime had been lethargic 
and dull, assumed, all at once, a degree <rf in- 
tense and unnatural vivadty for which I can in 
no manner account. 

1 could distinctly hear the ruflling <rf the 
plume* — the whispers of the attendants — the 
solemn breathings of the horses of death. Con- 
fused as I was in that narrow and ftri<3 embrace, 
I could feel die quicker or slower, movement 
o( dte procession — ihe resdessneis of the driver, 
the windings of the load as it led us to the right or 
left. I could diftinguith the peculiar odor of 
the coffin — the sharp acid smell of the steel 
screws. 1 could see &t texture of die shroud 
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a> it Uy close againft my face; and wateven 
coDicious of the rapid variatioiu in light and 
•hade which the flapping to and fro of the sable 
hangings occasioned within the body of the 
vehicle. In a shwt time however, we arrived 
at the pUce of sepulture, and I felt myself de- 
pouted within die tomb. 

The entrance was secured — they departed 
"- and] was left alone. Sullenly 1 lay at length, 
the quick among the dead, Anacharsis inter scylhas 
Fkhu what 1 overheard early in the morning, I 
was led to believe that the occasions when the 
vauh was made use of were of very rare 
occurrence. 

It was probable that manymondis might elapse 
before the doors of ^e tomb would be again 
unbarred — and even should 1 survive until that 
period, what means could 1 have more than at 
present, of making known my situation or of es- 
c^ing from the coffin? I resigned myself, 
therefore, with much tranquility to my fate, and 
fell, after, many hours, into a deep and death- 
like sleep. 

w 
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AN ULTIMATE expKnieNce 

' How long I remained ihui is a. mysteiy. When 
I aw<^e my limbs were no longer' ciamped with 
the cmmpof death-—! was no longer widiou I 
the pow« of mobon. A very shght exertion 
was sutficient to force the lid of my prison — for 
the dampness of the atmosphere had already occas- 
ioned decay in the wood-work around the screws. 

My steps as I groped around the sides of my 
h^itation were, however, feeble and uncertain, 
and 1 felt all the gnawings of hunger with the 
pains of intolerable thirst. Yet, as time passed 
away, it is strange diat I experienced little un- 
easiness from these scourges of the earth, in 
ctHnparison with the more terrible visitations of 
the fiend Ennui. 

Stranger still were the resources by which I 
endeavor to banish him from my presence. 
The sepulchre was large and subdivided into 
many compartmeats.aad I busied myself in ex- 
amining all things in the immediate surround- 
ing, and you can, no doubt, imagine my surprise 
when I observed upon my coffin lid the words : 
Teddy Roosevelt 
GONE But not for lono 
Being lot^oun pret, I left the tomb, mc^e than 
delighted with the [Hophesy thus inscribed. 
« 
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Marco Poppenrelli, is the name by which die 
World knows me, and in fine; by which I know 
myself. Should I, ihiough lack of suilicient egotism 
(oiget my euphonious appellation, I would, no 
doubt, be at a great loss in calling to mind, as 
to who I really was — or am. 

At one time 1 was a great socialist: (here I 
blush with shame) but now I am an anti-sodalia. 
(I blush again) But I want to say right now; that 
both Anties and Sociasifts should be properly 
secured in E>avy Jones' locker. 

During the days that I was such a great sociaifi 
I was asked many questions, none of which I 
could answer. Like all dunderheads of ^e ism, 
I contended that if any man was given oppor- 
tunity .he would prove himself as competent as 
his more prosperous brother. But I I never diought 
then, of the thousands that cast the greatest of 
oppMtunities aside, to give reign to their true 
psychological characters. Any man that wishes 
to go down, can; likewise, any man wishing to 
better himself can easily do so, unless his will is 

•si'-- 



Mahco Poppeititeu.1 

ungodly feeble; then, o( couise, he «! once be- 
comes a locialift thru' his short craningt. It ii 
needless to add ^1 SociaBsm is a school brought 
about by envious incapables, therefore i will 
get to my ftory at once. 

Every man in the world knows Jim Rolph 
the imm<»tal Mayor o( Frisco. 'LiAen Marco' 
said heoneday, 'see that plug-uglywidithemess 
of whiskers on his mug, the shabb-naAy thoe 
with the wooden head'? 

'Yei, yes' 

'That's Schmidtz' said the Mayor "He is 
the one that is running on your ticket.' 

At this juncture, the Mayor lit a fifty cent 
cigar, gave me the butt of the old one and hurried 
away. 1 was determined to learn more of 
Schmidtz (for I was a ^dt socialiA, then) and 
I did. He would come up aad say ' Who's 
the next Mayor ?' and then he'd duck as dio' 
somebody was going to hit him. 'Philosophizing?' 
he'd say, and make a (ace tike a sick baby. 
"Ou^t'nt to philosophize on Sunday' — then 
he'd screw up his mug to look shocked — 

,.,L.ooylc 



Marco popperreu-i 

"awfully wickedl' and then he'd twist dovm 
the light comer (rf his moudi, and try to wink 
with hi; left eye. He couid never speak widi- 
out pulling a facial ftunt of some sort, in ihwt,he 
had a hce like a difletnpered cat. 

He was pulling all sorts of palaver one after- 
noon, when Jim Rolph Aepped into our midfl. 
At this time Schinidtz did'nt even know Rolph 
when he saw him. 

'Yes' said Schmidtz "I see Rolph wants to 
run again, and ' 

'Hellol' says Rolph, breaking in 'epitepsyl' 

*Eh?' murmured Schmidtz. 

'Epilepsy," says Rolph, "you've got it' 

'Nonsense' snapped Schmidtz, turning a trifle 
pale; "I'have'nt a particle of it inmy system.' 

'Oh," sayi the other, "beg pardon. TTiol 1 
recognized the charaiSendic twiA of the mouth; 
Used to be in the medical profesuon myself, 
and I take an intereft in such matters. My mis- 
take. Go ahead" 

Schmidtz was slightly disconcerted but screwed 
his face around in a renewed effoit 

"Hold onl" broke in Rolph, "1 was wrong. 



MAneo PeppERiieLLi 

5l Vitui Du)c«, ot I'm a hood" 

"What do you mean, sit 7" uked Schmkltz, 
bying to appear indignant. 

"Mean ?" he exclaimed, "I mean that you 
had better coniult a Doctor at your veiy earucA 
convenience, the St.Vilu> Dance has a tremend- 
ous grip upon you, and you should see « %>edalifl 
at once.' 

Poor Schmidtz, he ftumbled out, and sought 
surcease in the slums. Moft of his followos be- 
ing teadedess, strayed listlessly about — their feel 
taking hold of various paths that lead to destruc- 
tion and dispair. As for myself; well, — 1 
started The Intenational Union (^ the World, and 
dius, have managed to put every man in his 
place, at the same time, rendering him a fuD 
compensation fot his worth. 

Moral : Practical organization will equal 
iz6 everything. 
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THB GBNIUS 

Du fort viciime in fariunee 

Par tous paysje sua errant, 

EJ Thorreur Je ma datinee, 

Sembles accroilrea chaqueiratant 

Paavre Emigrant, pamreEjnigranl. 

My name, — KeverlKadone — a a beauty, 
and the whole world tingles with pride upon 
its utterance. That I am none odier than Jazz 
Mertazz, is not necessaiy, 1 imagine, to mentiota. 

I want it underflood (rom the very out set that 
my genius cannot be paralleled. And that I put 
a mei^istop^lian touch of philosophic philan- 
tr(q>y to all things of a pious nature, can easily 
be discerned with but a glance of the glimm. 

ProfoundacM of thought and observation has 
often been imputed to me as a crime; while the 
I^mfioaiHn of my opinions has at all times ren- 
doed me notorious. Truth is frequently, superfi* 
cial, and inftead of being in the depths where 
we seek her, ts mote often to be found in a nwft 
conspicuous ^t before out very eyes. 

Nature herself seems to nSaid me oonobor- 
ation of diese ideas. In the coniempUtioa of a 



THG GENIUS 

flai ot planet it always ftruck me very fwcibly 
diat I could not diibnguith them with nearly as 
much piecision, when 1 gazed upon them with 
earneit, direA. and undeviating attention, as when 
I suffered my eye to glance in their vicinity alone. 

1 was not, in my early youth, aware that this 
apparent paradox was occasioned by the center 
of the visual area which is less susceptible of 
feeble impressions of light than the exterior por- 
tions of the retina. 

This method of reasoning and viewing things 
is infallible, and it is with some avaricious hesitancy 
that I now make it public. 

On leaving college 1 at once began to look 
about for a channel large enough to convey my 
store of knowledge into the thirsty desert of 
human ignorance. My firJl idea was to call the 
world into one big meeting and thus enlighten 
all the people of the earth, at one and the same 
time. 

But this was not feasible. I would have liked 
to proclaimed my fund of truths from the house 
tops ; but the picture of myself in such position 
was fierce; for I might be mistaken bx some 



THE GENIUS 

Sciwoi'Build stringing up a line of telephoae 
wires. My next idea was to write a poem, — 
a poem I Good God, what Was 1 thinking of. Ah, 
but 1 was going to put out a verse that would 
crush eiTor, and sweep darkness from the face 
of the earth as with the besom of the Storm. 

Yet, it is not every one tfiat reads poetry; 
many do not believe what they do read; besides, 
the very form of verse jlcalg from Aiength as much 
as it adds to grace ; and to expe<3 a philosopher 
to display the whole scope and power of his 
philosophy in metrical composition, would be 
equivalent to expe<!t a giant to display his full 
ftrength, in the slight Aep of the waltz. With 
this glaring discouragement in my path, I shifted 
my views, and resolved to become an editor. 

The multifariousness of the subjeifts treated of 
in journals was alluring. Ah, such luck, such 
luat^ It was plain that I was too far advanced, 
there was'nt a publisher in the country that would 
truA their fate to my genius. At laA I was driven 
to dispair, perversion and klepto-plagiarism; and 
through the latter 1 began to publish articles that 
played sarcastically about the word 'Goverment' 
jufl like lightning plays about a ruin, showing die 
hallowness of that which only darkness makesap- 
pear impregnably formidable. And I will write and 
re-write a toutrance, qui tauraltcra ! 



The miteiie* of Ufe aie far reacliiag, and 
«K M pn^ie dMi pleaiure it almoA lubotdinated 
into utter nodiingnoK but ai, in ediics, evilu 
a contcqueace of good, lo, in fa<3, out c^joy 
ia Mxrow born. Out anguiilt c^ today can often 
be traced to the eutasiet of die past. 

The lecollectioni of my eaitiul yeai> aie con- 
neded widi many unmentionable experiences, 
experiences itiat shall ne'ei be told, <x if told 
there veiy charactei would only stimulate disbelief. 

Death is inevitable and make* a complete 
change in the life of us alL It is mere idleness 
to say dial we have not lived on earth before — 
that the lOut hashad no previous existence- We 
will not argue. Convinced mjrself am veiy well 
■atisBed; my last-pievious embodiment was spent' 
chiefly about New York and Baltimore, uk) I 
take great pleasure in le-reading the tales J per- 
petnted nearly a hundred years ago. 

Several years back, as the shades of evening 
were drawing tm, I sat in a large bay window 
of a prominent hotel in Frisco. Ute sireetiwere 
very crowded, and 1 mused for tome time evcv 



the pasting tunnoil. But, as the darkness came 
OD, the throng momently increased; and, by the 
time the lamps were well lighted, two dense and 
continuoui tides of population were rushing past 
the door. At this particular period of the eve- 
ning 1 had never before been in a similar situation, 
and die tumultuous sea of human heads filled 
me, therefore, with a delicious novelty of emotion. 

I gave up, at length, all care of things within 
the hotel, and became absorbed in contemplation 
of the scene without. At firA my observations 
took an abstract and generalizing turn. I looked 
at the passengers in masses, and thought of 
them in their aggregate relations. 

Soon, however, I descended to. details, and re- 
garded with minute interest the innumerable 
varieties of figure, dress, air, gait, visage, and 
expression of countenance. By far the greater 
number of those who went by had a satisfied 
business-like demeanor, and seemed to be thinking 
only <A making their way through die dtrong. 
Their brows were knit, and dieir eyes rolled 
quickly ; when pu^dagainA by fellow- wayfarers 

M 
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iuy evinced no symptom of impatience, but 
adjufted iheii clothes and hurried on. Others, 
ilill a numerous class, were lejtiess in their move- 
ments, had flushed faces, and talked and gestic- 
ulated to themselves, as if feeling in solitude on 
account of the company around. 

When impeded In their progress, these people 
suddenly ceased muttering, and would apologize 
with many smiles and gesticulations. If joflled, 
they appeared confused and bowed profusely 
lo the jostlers, -- 1 took little or no interest in 
the commoDplace characters that were hurrying 
by, such as clerks, businessmen, nabobs and 
harmless moolchers. 

The crowd was infested with crooks; crooks 
diat managed to get by witless detectives, by 
exercising an air of excessive frankness, while 
poetic dreamers loitered along mysteriously, too, 
their philosophic mannerisms had a tendency to 
make them appear suspicious to less thinking 
people. The wild effeds of the greenish street 
lamps rendered the faces rather wild and fan- 
tastic, and 1 could frequently read, even in a 
u 
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brief glance, the history of long yean. With 
my brow to the glass, 1 was thus occupied in 
scrutinizing die mob, when suddenly there came 
into veiw a countenance, a countenance which 
at once arrested my undivided attention; it was a 
hardened face while the man himself had lautii 
the appearance of a rogue. 

I sat and watched him for some time; he 
planted himself on the curbin and seemed to 
try to attradt the attention of whatever intoxicated 
person that passed. Out of sheer curiosity, I 
tightened my coat high up about my ears and 
staggered diredlly into the anns of the ruffian. 

"So it is you?" said he, in a voice that seemed 
altogether familiar "Good, you are just the man 
1 am tooiung for, oi at any rate you will do as 

1 saw at once that he was in disguise, and 
that in a rather indire<3 way I was rather well 
aquainted with the man, lo faa he was none other 
titan Frederick Church, a genius of the stage and 
magnate in the theatrical world. 

■Liften' saidhe hurriedly 'be sure and call 



at my place as eaHy in die morning as possible 
it is urgent and should you come you will leam 
something greatly to your advantage.' Here 
he pressed his card into my hand and disappeared 
into the throng. 

At firit it all seemed so flrange that 1 resolved 
not to comply; but as morning drew near! a- 
rose huiiied to his mansion, for mansion it was 
and die entire place was fairly alive with mag- 
nificence. The room was itill brilliantly lighted. 
1 judge from this circumAance, as well as from 
an air of exhaustion in the countenance of my 
friend, that he had not retired to bed during the 
whole of the preceding night. 

In the architecture and embellishments of the 
chamber, the evident design had been to dazzle 
and astound. Little attention had been paid to 
the decora of what is technically called peeping, 
or to the proprieties of nationality. The eye 
wandered from object, to object, and refted upon 
none --- neither the grotesques of the Greek 
painters, nor the sculptures of ihebejt Italian days, 
nor the huge carvings of untutored Egypt. 
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Rich draperies in eveiypart of the room trembled 
to the vibration of low, melancholy music, whose 
origin was Dot to be discovered. The senses 
were oppressed by mingled and conflicting per- 
fumes, recking up from Jtrange convolute censers, 
together with multitudinous flaring and flickering 
tongues of emerald and violet fiie. 

The rays of the newly risen sun poured in 
upon the whole, through windows formed each 
of a single pane of crimson-tinted glass. Glanc- 
ing to and fro, in a thousand refledions, from 
curtains which rolled from their cornices tike 
cataradts of molten silver, the beams of natural 
g!ory mingled at length fitfully with the artificial 
light, and lay weltering in subdued masses upon 
a carpet of rich, Uquid-looking cloth of Chili gold. 

"Hal hal ha I — ha I hal ha 1"— laughed 
Frederick, motioning me to a seat as 1 entered 
die room, and throwing himself back upon a 
leathern couch. '1 see* said he, perceiving that 
I could not immediately reconcile myself to the 
bleraeance of so singular a welcome — 'I see 
you are astonished at my apartment —-at my 
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statues "- my pictuiu — my originally of con- 
ception in archile<3ure and upbotSery — abso- 
lutely drunk, eh > with my magnificence ? But 
patdon me, my dear sir, (here his tone of voice 
dropped to the very spirit of cordiality, ) pardon 
me for my uncharitable laughter. 

You appeared so ullerty astonished. Besides, 
some things are so completely ludicrous that a 
man mial laugh or die. To die laughing muA 
be the mo jl glorious deaths I But in the present 
inflant," he resumed, vfith a singular alteration 
of voice and manner," 1 have no right to be 
merry at your expense. 

You might well have been amazed. Europe 
cannot produce anything so fine as this, my little 
regal cabinet. My other apartments are by no 
means of the same ordu ; mere ultria of fash- 
ionable insipidity. This is better than fashion 
— is it not> Yet this has but to be seen to 
become the rage — that is, with those who could 
afford it at the coft of their entire patrimony. 
I have guarded, however, againft any such pro- 
fanation; widi one exception you are die only 
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humao being besides myself and one other, who 
has been admitted within the mysteries of diese 
imperial ptecin<as, since they have been bedizened 
as you see ! ' 

I bowed in acknowledgment ; for the over- 
powering sense of splendor and perfume, and 
music, together with the unexpeaed eccentricity 
of his address and manner, prevented me from 
ffl^essing, in words, my appreciation of what 1 
might have conitrued into a compliment 

'Here' he resumed, arising and leaning on 
my arm as he sauntered around the apartment, 
"here are paintings from the Geelcs to Cimabue, 
and from Cimabue to the present hour. Many 
are chosen, as you see, with little deference to 
the opinions of virtue. 

lliey are all, however, fitting tapeilry for a 
chamber such as this ; here too, are some cheja 
(f aeuure of the unknown great —and here un> 
fini^d designs by men, celebrated in their day, 
whose very names the perspicacity of die academies 
has left to silence and to me. What diink you," 
•aid he, turning abraptly as he spoke — "what 
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think you of this Premature Burial?" 

' It is a marvel I' Isaid, with all the enthusiasm 
of my nature, fori had been poringintenllyover 
its surpassing tecnique. ' Its a gem I — how coulJ 
you have obtained it>' 

"Ha?" said he thoughtfully, 'The Mayor 
of diis city was a fool ; the painting was presented 
to him by the artift himself, the arti£t wasanoble 
fellow, and a genius of no common order; but 
bves in miserable seclusion in an ancient shacque 
on Fulton Road and Laguna. In my opinion 
the Mayor was foolish, for he turned die pi<3ure 
over to roe gratis, (we were friends from childhood) 
as he sermed to think the subje<3 ungodly weird ; 
as for me' he continued, "I love both the 
weird and fantaAic — who was it said : 



'It has been, or should be remarked, that, 
in the manner of the true gentleman, we are 
always aware of a difference from the bearing of the 
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vulgar, without being at once i»ecisely able to 
detennine in v4iat, such dileience consists.' 

1 could easily note the blearing iheuro of in- 
toxication in the eyes of my friend, and at tiroes 
he canied on in a moft peculiar manner. 

"Come," he said at length, turning towards 
a table of ridily enamelled and massive silver, 
upon which were a few goblets (antailically 
ftained, together with two large Etruscan vases, 
fashioned in the same extraordinary model as 
that which is seen so much among the royals, 

"Come" he said abruptly, "let us drink/ 
It is early—' but let us diink. Let us pour out 
an ofiering toyon solemn sun which these gaudy 
lamps and censers are so eager to subdue I" 

And having made me pledge him in a bumper, 
he swallowed in rapid succession several goblets 
of wine; while his Aentorian voice rose with : 



...Gooylc 



[n the next inftant, confeuing die power of 
the wine, he threw htnueif at full length upon 
the couch. E)rawing an envelop bom his inner 
pocket he tossed it towud me; bewildered, I 
itepped hastily to his side; I endeavored to a- 
rouse him; but his limbs were ftifl — his body 
fast became rigid — his tips took on a livid hue, 
and I readily saw that his eyes were riveted in 
death. 

Nervously opening the note I read : 
'Thcaimei of man aiemany, and oftentimes 
the soul of man lakes up a burthen «o heavy in 
honor that it can be thrown down only into the 
grave. Even (earing to die alone, 1 have managed 
to solicit a compauion that would be with me at 
my decease, and to whom I will everything. My 
actions will be explained when the body of my 
aged uncle is found mouldering in the atic. 
I now die by my own hand. 
Ftederidc Church.' 
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INTRODUCTION TO POEMS 



O, nodiing clever, save the way, - 
Weiid-Uke lubjects hold the eye. 
As do the demons ghaAly gay. 
That form imagination's prey. 
O, nothing clever enough to Hit 
Your soul with approbating thrill, 
As does the work ot passion-hearted 
Mafter wrileri long departed 
Who,s names on earth will ever dwell 
Like the endless sea -song in a shell. 
O. nodiing finished as the flowers 
O quite as lofty as the towers. 
Never the less a philosopher sees. 
That Weird (non -tragic) things will pleai 
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MAN AND BEAST 

Says Tom to Dick, die other day, 
'I've been tbinkiDg that our bosses 
Could use us better every way, 

If we were horses.' 
'O, no, iot hoises may be \o& 
We know without die aid of scholars 
That to replace one i( may cofl, 

A hundred dollars. 
But you and I may jlarve and slave, 
What matters if we're men and Inothers ; 
If we should die, dieywill not have 

To purchase odien. ' 
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THE SKY PILOT 

He ftood at the altu, 
(For he had no chair,) 
Brats ringi on hit fingert 
And laid on his hair. 
He ftood at the ahar. 
No watch on hit fcJ), 
A ptedanl ^y-pilot. 
As ftraight as a cob. 
He ftood at the altar. 
In humanity's guise — 
A grin graced his features, 
And goggles his eyes; 
He stood at the altar; 
At shrewd ones have said. 
Without cents in his pockets 
Or tense in his head. 
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IT IS TO DREAM 



I thiew a bauble to the tea, 
A biUow caught it haAily; 

Another billow quickly came 
SucceufuUy die piize to claim; 
From wave to wave unchecked it patsed, 
Tllltossed upon the Arand at lafl 
Of tome far difiant ^loie. 
U life then, a passing dieam, 
And are we doomed to dream and dream. 
To dream forevermore ? 



© 
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KING DEATH 

Fatal the course, of King E>ead)'i horse ; 

That beats my dreaded [Dnn. 

Rapid and daik, the specter haik 

As it sweeps before the ftonn ; 

Weirdly Imght, through satonic night 

Hideous eye-balls glare. 

Fiercely the spires, of volcanic fires 

Stream on the sulphurious air. 

From the womb of the waters. 

Athirjl for slaughters, 

1 arose ihat thirst to sate; 

Green isles are graves inthewastc of waves 

When I wish them desolate. 

00 I not pass, the man, the mass 
And their very life-blood spill ? 
O'er burning sands, o'er frosty lands 

1 glide to slay and kill. 

Then hark to the beat of my cloven feet ; 

And you, who ride the sea. 

Where aie yourdreams, that the ocean streams 

Would be safety unto thee > 

Tis well to barken, for I ^11 darken 

The glow of thy feilal cbeei, 

And spread disease upon the breeze 

To mock the sinner'^ fear, 
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THS POBT AMD ITHB SPARROW 



h ihe dull wow, a (nrdUng hof^d. 
And ikes e^xned were iti teiujef feet. 
He chitped to ne, aad then 1 flopped: 
While he sang and altd about the sleet 

'Deal birdie' uid 1, with a fmile, 
'You are, do doubt, by n^uie tent! 
For man's sad ^irits you beguile , 
And teach him lessons of content.' 
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MY GUIDING STAR 

O, midnight gem I thy grandeur needs 
No poet's pen to ciown thy train ; 
With gilded car and airy fteeds 
Thou rides along (he sapphire plain. 
How oh beneath some sylvan bower, 
I've sat and watched thy shinuneringrayi; 
Half dieam-like in thy (airy power. 
Thinking of boyhood's happy days;— 
Have dreamed ot beings pure and hight, 
Anayed in weeds of somber woe ; 
Who far from earthly cares and blight, 
Now roam where ftreams of glory flow. 
And some day too, I wish to be, 
A great star-rover, just like thee. 
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A nuo o( letters. A pen. 
No cieed or greed to fowl hii aim. 
He flandi a man among all men, 
And know* the tricks <J any game. 

Worked and ftudied, through hard years. 
Though his morals aint worth a damn -— 
We raise our glass in cameA : Here's 
No mollycoddle, but a man. 
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Adieu — ' I ne'er may see ihee more. 

But treasured in this faithful breaA, 

Although I roam a diftaut shoie. 

Thy saintly image ^11 shall rejt; 

And tike yon ilar*s celestial beam. 

That gilds the cloud-wreathed brow of night 

Shed o'er life's dark and troubled Jlieam, 

A ray of pure and holy light. 

Each whispered word -— each look of thine 

That saDcdfies this parting hour, 

A holy spell will sure entwine, 

And shield me with its magic power. 

When rosy twilight's lingering ray, 

From oS the ocean's heaving brea^ 

Softly and sweetly melts away. 

And all puts on a look of reA, 

Then, Anna, I'll live o'er again. 

Those bright-winged moments spent with thee. 

And though devided by the main. 

Our soub will ^11 commingled be. 
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THB COQUETTE 

It waa m lady young and fait 
Who uDg the mornhil flnin, 
Her Ihow woie oot a shade of caie, 
Hci cheek no bace of pain ; 
Yet sung she, just as one who knows 
How youthful hearts are tom. 
Love's first step is upon die rose. 
The second finds die thorn. 

No brightei, lovelier face appears 
In pleasute's crowded mart. 
That proud eye was not made for tears. 
No blight ^ou Id touch that heart; 
Yet, mark how sad the music flows 
From lips curled half in scorn, — 
Love's firft Aep is upon the rose. 
The second finds the ihom. 
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THK COuanrs 

Biifhl iewek bound her raveo hut. 
And qMikled on her hand, 
For earth held naught erf rich or rare 
Ha wealth might not command ; 
But as she aiogv, some memoiy throw* 
lu ihadow o'ei life's mom;— 
Love's firft ftep is upon die rose. 
The second finds die ihom. 
Alas I it i* a weaiy task. 
To Imce life's hidden caies, 
And who would raise the smiling mask 
A deceitful maiden wears? 
Hei mournful songmaywell disclose 
How much her soul is wran.* — 
Loves fiifi flep is upon die rose, 
The second finds the thorn. 
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STAROFHOPB 

Ah I how darksome, loog and dieaiy, 
Hang the heavy shades of night, 
While the sleepless eye is wearyt 
Waiting (or the dawning tight I 

Lo, it comes — its heiald cheering 
Mounts die eastein sky afail 
On its dusky veige appearing, 
Shines the beauteous morning flat. 

Yet, oh, when ^all dawn the morrow 
On a spirit most forlorn, 
'Huough the darkest hoursof sonow 
Watching (or a ray of morn ? 
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MELANCHOLY 

Gnef 13 bitta in the hoin 
When we feel its goading power; 
When beneath its venomed snutft 
Reels die Ixain and sinks the heart; 
Then the labofing bosom sweUs 
Struggling with its deep diftress. 
And from the veiy inmoA cells 
Cush the drops of bittetness. 
But when melancholy fltngt 
From his soft and soothing wings, 
Melting in the heart awajr 
The deepeA anguish day by da^ 
So, grief, m melancho^'t hand,. - 
Dismal, sweet, and soft appear^ 
lliough no smile it can demand. 
Nielher does it call ha- tears. 
Then, far better than all this, 
We receive Deadi's kitting kisa 
Breadiing on the wounded heart 
Balm no odwr can imjput. 
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THE FORMLESS FIEND 



Yes, yes I I hear the midnight blaA 
Moaning 'louod my lonely home, 
And over evciy thing is cast 
A spell of melancho^ gloom 
It mourns like spirits on die wing; 
Haik I helJr the swishing of the rain 
Screaming through the whiftting wind, 

Then all isftill again. 

The ragged jagged lightning's fire 

Pierces through the dismal night. 

And when the thunder roan its ire 

my spirit (eels deHght 

To hear the elemental Ank, 

To see die demon ride the Aonn, 

A iepardizer of all Uf^ 

A bend widiout a tona. 
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Jvre divino 



The grave it cheeless to die viewi 
And mouldering remnanti lie uound 
Of what uxa man — yet balmjr gleep, 

b hne, ui^oken, to be found. 

Wheo firiends (all off like Autumn lesTei, 

And all of life it wrq>ped in glooBV 

Where can a blighted heart find CMC 

As sweet as in a dreamleH bMnfa> 

Do not grieve; that life muft end — 

This weaiy life, we aeem to cnve 

For death inevitably vrill leid 

Elenul left widiin die gnve. 
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AEONS OP AGRS 



I ofi cogitate Ml dte nyftiaJ pait many mom ago. 

When c(^e«io« of 'learani firft begu 

In tetresbul caverni belovr 

Yes, I oft wonda how dw beuUadile grew. 

In ib lemheubednoiul wty, 

EJicloied in itt amygdaloicUlic hone. IB dw uttdil- 

uviaB day. 

The great padqrdennatotu Dinolberauiu Rwmed, 

Tliough hypoftaticaOjr unknown to ne, 
In thoie hyperborean region* of cM, hy die paleo- 

ciyftic tea. 

But by some sudden glacial eatadymalic change. 

The whole Robdingnaggian mess 

Were irrevocably buried in Ceooteic drift. 

And iirebicv^ly loA '- I gu«u. 
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THE CAMERIST 

It may be diat I am de(e<aive 
In humon but I'd like to hammei a . 
Y<mth that's abroad widi a deteOiTe 

I cannot find, dtough long refleOJTe, 
ill didionary or in giammef, a 
E%raie to fit him and ihat detediTe 



He shoots a face in wild f 
He naakes one look like a jim-jai 
Ouddeiing wieck, with bis dele<Sive 

He shows these libels, iirespe<%ive, 
To our friends, whoiaiseadammet a 
Wild ^ek of mirth o'er his deledive 

l'<j like to try my hand CMTeOive, 
And give this gay pictorial dammer a 
'3w3t, widi hu ever aleit detective 
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ETERNAL SOLITUDE 

Co;ne, pace the moon-lit deck widi me 
Thcwiad is blowing wild and free, 
Tli: sliip slitms on the ocean's breafi. 
And all around, the foaming ciefi 
Of many a wave is clinging now 
Whose wbiteneu rivals beauty's brow 
Come out on deck and you shall see 
How weird a night can really be. 
When deadly fogs obJlni<3 the sight 
No moon or flars to render light; 
Come, let me 611 your drowsy ears 
With a dreary tale of other years. 
T'was years ago that I was thrown 
Upon this wide wmld, all alone, 
'Till he above all might and right, 
That guides the ear^ in spacious flight 
Put fwth a friend to lead my youth, 
la sweet paths of love and truth I 
He had a flower beside hit hearth. 
That shed such fragrance oB[ his padi, 
That wild idolatry ' was poured, 
E'en as a miser's counlleu hoard, 
On her wliose heart was all his own. 
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ETCMNAL SOUTUDC 

And ndier than a monaich's duone I 
See thii pidure in thii cate, 
Where some artift tried to trace. 
In Eadeleu hues, hei peerieu face; 
'Ta like her, but not half as fait — 
the Hfe, the soul it wanting dme I 
Cxne, come, die fog is almoft here. 
Let 's watch die moon slide in its rear 
Now we '11 see the sl^ airange 
Itself into a (earful change. 
To me, dte CMning Aorm floats 'round 
With a low, sad, persuasive sound. 
Oh, yes, oh yes, 1 was to tell 
The time, to me, the earth was Hell 
Well, to us lovers once, dieie came 
To feed love's never dying flame 
Rich words of deep idndbg Inift, 
That always conquer, always mufti 
True unto nature, ao disguise 
Ere veiled die language of her eye*. 
How oft upon mne lonely rock. 
Whose base received the billows shock 
b days d yon, dmi' Munmec Houiv, 
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ETEIINAL SOi-ITUDK 

Fonalting all dte tnnquil bowers, 
Weoft lecUned — bertofl white hand 
Laid lovingly in both of mine; 
She w«« one of an angel band 
And w«« wilUng to iengn. 
While toiling on « foreign ibore. 
For wealth to Katta at het feet. 
En at the alter 1 could pouf 
The TOW* that lender aU ctxnplete, 
A Arangei'* voice bade me letam. 
If once again I wtHild diacem 

The fonn 1 loved. 
Why linger on a matelets Inrd, 
With wound icaice hidden by iti wiiig 
With evoy depth of anguish ftined — 
A lyie widi no unbrolcea ftrlngi 
I hurried -o'le dte ce^en" main; 
With - every ' foot of canvas free, 
And trod my ' 'tulive toil again, 
And ningled *mong the dirbngi of men 
A hopeleM child of iaH^ I 
1 laeb beside hei djing bed. 
And on ber boiMn bent my head; 
Twas then she fcafanly tank in leA, 
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ETERNAL Solitude 
Even as these waters die away 
when the breezes cease to play I 
They laid her ia a sheltered spot, 
A cool, sequestered pleasant grot, 
And there a monument i* raised 
To the one I highly praised. 
I planted wiUowi around her bed. 
That now are waving 'bove her head 
And seem to moan with pensive sound 
0*ie slumba which i« so profound; 
Its at this sluine, 1 sometimes kneel, 
When diere in tditode I fteal; 
And ask her gende soul to plead 
For mine, when in it* hour of need. 
Around that grave my feet have trod 
Until my foot-prints mark the sodi 
And tis ever anon that I pray. 
That when n^ fttfm mufi know decay 
Tlutt in d>at spot my troubled bieatt, 
%aU find a leahn of eBdlew reA, 
For death is but a soul food 

Of etcraal solitude. 
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IMMORTM.ITY 

Q'jrj me 'nud uAva hSSki 
Far (ram die homes of own, awny 
Where wailing winds and hite-like rill* 
Brsatke o'le the dead a burial lay. 
No mortal eye muft tee the ^>ol 
In vrintei** wrath or summer's bloom. 
Let sleep, ^getting and forgot, 
A tenant of a lonely tomb— - 
O're which, ai if they too could gr ieve. 
A ihcoud of leavei^that Autumns weave 
^X^Mte nearly eveiy evening s^ 
Hat her cloadt alt tii^wd widi fire. 
And the lone-bird wandering by 
Shall sadly Play its woodland lyi«: 
And there, all ^ Aars shall beaa 
Wi^ softer light and gentler gr»ce 
Than everdiey were known to gleam 
And not a foot shall dare intniclt, 
Upcm the peaceful Mlitaide. 
Anartift is hut Natures cluld — 
And is ahray* loved by her : 
9ull abe not. ia woodland wild 
B«t9dt her lUetHttg wonl^p«r> 
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IMMORTALITY 

And at the nlenl years are leen 

Ts mai^ ^e mighty ohcxe of time, . 
Sriall batuie not, unwearied lean 
Above such sepulchre sublime? 
Yet. oft«n times 1 dunk my name 
Stall never gild the roll of fame. 
But, when fame ever lakes a Aart 
It penetrate* the fuison ftone 
And finds the center oi the heart 
That throbs with feelings like its own: 
The great sea speaks — and die arch 
Of heaven, when through cloudy bars 
To seraph-music brighdy march 
The glorious army of the ftarti 
It is to sleep beneath the flowen; 
When one has finished on the earth 
To bit about in dream-land bowers 
And enjt^ dieir heavenly woidt. 

Tis well for one to leave die duong 
For rustic woods, to catch the tme 
Of Areamand wind when altbeir song. 
There widi Nature all alone '— 
Surrounded widi the foreft wild 

In die realm* where God has naOed. 

"• 
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IMMOHTAUTY 

Remaikt fiom natuK, which u caught 
From ninftiel ftrcun « munnuring rill 
Lives Ux c'ct and i> (nuf^t 
Widi aU that's needed to hiUill 

An aitiA'i wiihei. 
Of all die diings beneadi the Jcf, 
The beautiful can nevet die. 
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How iweet^ come* die ulver moon. 
From out its clouded curtiin bower ; 
While ttua their uigel watche* keep. 
And balmy dewi embathe each flowei. 
The gkHies o( die dying day, 
A golden hue have left on earth ; 
Huihed i> the music of die grove. 
And gone the shout of boisterous mirth. 
Far as my eye this hour may wan, 
The boundleu bosom of the sea; 
No spect of life or snowy sail 
Appears — but one traaquiltily 
Rests over all --- sweet hour of peace. 
That unto weary man doth bting; 
Oblivion to his caie-wom heart. 
Like a fanning of an Angel's wing. 



Die I z=<l„ Google 



THS GOOD SHIP, STYX 



Hmnhl humh for the Eouniiig Aood 

Of fiefy RilegedKMi, 

A demcn bride. 
And K deriliih facidegiomn tide by tide. 
Are uiEng dial rivet upon ; 
He U an imp ci dw vety beA blood. 
And ihe'f a ion ci a gun. 
Theii barque is die stiatteied tragmenti ot 

A ihipwreck long ago. 

In * fandiomleM bay, 
For a <^le of yean it rotting lay. 

So die devil -Ji^h^wd it now 
The roof of the miiHcy pit he clove, 
And die <^ hull tumbled dtfough. 
From die anew* dry, her r^> were made. 

Of a race of Egyptian lungs. 

Newly lifted fiom 
The vaults <^ a Mephistcqilielian catacomb ; 
Het tails were leadiery things. 
Of murdeters skins that alive were Bayed 
Some were, and of i 
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Her blocks and spars were men't skull* and bones ; 

Some were by famine slain. 

Some met their doom 
From die burning blafi of a great simocna, 
And U» ages unburied had lain. 
Even where they had Heaved theii dying groans. 
In ifae midft of a desert plain. 
Her maft was the fiem of a Upas tree. 

For many a death renowned. 

And fiill it b<»c 
Of poisonous juices, a pestilent store. 
And the devil a banquet founo; 
He tapped it — " 'tis very good liquor," said he. 

And he handed ^e goblet round. 
And the demon mariners shrieked as they found 

A drink that was quite to their mind. 

They sucked it diy. 
And then widi their teeth and claws did try, 
To tear off die hcwrible rind. 
And frightful to hear was the gnashing so.und 

Of their tutk* as diey did grind. 
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The good Shi^. Styx 

Tlie vestel was manned by the self same crew 

That with her did plumb the deep 

Ahl litde they thought 
When in fancied security, slumber they sought, 
Then would never again watch keep ; 
The storm on die pinions of destiny Sew, 

And they slept an eternal sleep. 
All fleshless — all lifeless — alt soulless now. 

They moved in ^cleton shape ; 

'Twas hideous to see 
Those bony things trying to join in the glee. 
With their Dead jaws all agape. 
And to hear as they trailed themselves to and fro. 

Their dry joints creak and snap. 
And as each one in turn to his giiDoiag jowl. 

Lifted a vessel up— - 

(A suicide's ^ull, 
With the thick black juice from the Upas, full 

Festering in the cup,) 
Right thro' theii jaws the liquor would fall. 
And down on their bare ribs drop. 
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In one (earful group fc(»n tbe odien tput. 
They wore pUying (or awful gun. 
The souk of dioie. 

Who wicked lire> brought to a wicked cloie. 
Now doomed to un-ending pain 

Satan poured vitrol on each one's heart, 

And placed intedi in each one'i biatn. 



D,mi,.=db, Google 



MONOGAMY 



The chain which linkt my soul to diine, 
I sometiines fear may be less Isight, 
That xtrrow yet may dim the shiine 
On whidi my soul has caA its light. 
When e'er thou art, or seemest cold. 
My bosom saddens with a (ear. 
That love so easily controlled, 
May perish when it is moA dear. 
1 know not why such thots should come. 
To highten thus my brief repose, 
As humming-birds that cease to roam, 
Find shelter in the fragrant rose 
And slumbering in its blushing core. 
Content with all the sweetness there, 
Forget the blossoms that befwe 
Tempted iheir wings to try the air — 
My spirit-bird has found her rejl. 
And in the shelter of diy love. 
All timidly she builds her nest. 
Without a thought oi wish to rove, 
^e leaves it to less happy things. 
To seek all flowers that brave die sun; 
She is content to fold her wings. 
And gather honey but from one. 
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THE LAST LOOK 



She wept betide the couch of him 
Who woD her \xi6a\ vow, —- 
While death like ray <^ starlight dim 
l^ept palely on his Wow : 
1 come to thee — in tears I c«ne, 
I who have known thee best: 
The constant turtle seeks die home 
Where she was wont to rest 
I cannot tear my soul away — 
Sweet Love, thou wert its light 1 
Too lad will seem the cheerless day 1 
Too long the dreary night I 
And who will guard againfl life's ftorm 
My solitary heart? 
Ah I me, give back these kisses warm. 
We may not— cannot part. 
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THE 4.AtT Look 

But hift I what freezing dioti reftrain 

The words I hin would apeak, 

A> on diat icy breafl again 

I lay my burning cheek? 

How cold I — my love, is tha die spot 

I've lov'd atl else besides I — 

Alas I a pulseless heart is not 

Hie pillow of diy bride 1 

And yet that Up o( coftened mould 

Seems such as once was ihine I 

No, no —'lis' pale, and dammy cold_ 

And answers not to mine ; 

It breathes no word ol soothing tone. 

It has no smile for me ;— 

And as I look, I feel alone, — 

I Jisel alone with Ihee. 

The spirit light whose flame divine 

Bums not by human will. 

Hath vanish'd from its earthly sbrine 

And left the temple chill; 

And shadowy f^antoms, from above, 

Seem whispering lliro' the air : 

"You look nol on the face you love — 

'Tis death who sleepelh there." 
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so DROOPED THE GIRL 



Sing, minflrel, ung dte bi« 

Where nyles* ^e doth lie. 

Like moon's bright dewy tear, 

Ciuihed by rude footftept ere 

The nin is high) 

Lift up the jealous veil 

Which fain would interpose 

Its (olds of fabic pale. 

To hide — sounds soft the wail - 

Love's bosom rase. 

Let music's deepeft. swell 

Rise sweet the lute above. 

And 'mid its pauses tell. 

How faded and how fell 

Thai flower of love. 
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so DMOOFMl TMK GIML 

Like leaf fnxn moimtein't brow 
CaA on die ftreamlet'i WeaA, 
Chant to die breezes how. 
Gently on current! >low 
It flow'd to reft. 
Sing I Minitiel, poui thy lay — 
The lyre'i befl ftring ii mute I 
Chant die young queen ot May, 
Whoie hand forgets to ftray 
Alcng die lute I 

And the deep voic'd miuAiel spoke t, 
"She hath left her spirit height, 
fJke tree 'neadi woodman's ftroke ; 
Like bird widi pinion bit^e ; 
In midway flight. 
"She faded down die sky, 
Singing such melting tone. 
That the vnid lark, hov'ring high. 
Struck with strange melody. 
Forgot his own. 
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so droopkd the oim. 

"Cold was Ate world's bleak sbower. 

Along her cKeek of pearl; 

And tike the passion flower 

Chiird in some wintry bower,-'- 

So dioop'd the gill. 

"E)eath saw and lov'd the maid, 

(Oh I f»ize for dark decay) 

And with a kiss of shade 

All Judas-like, betrayed 

The bride away 

"Along the silent stair 

So stealthy was his tread, 

That the watchers worn with caie, 

Dream'd not of rolAer there, 

'Till he had fled. 

' And the watch lamp burning low, 

Caft o're the spoil he leh, 

[^ shadows creeping slow. 

Along its brow of snow. 

To hide the iheft. 
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So DllOOI>n> THK oim. 

"But wben tk« f^DTzling day 
Streuned out firom oib divine, 
Tbey read by die tell-tale ay. 
Which bath'd dut cheek <^ <Jay, 
The ^>oilet** ugn. 
"They itneto dut ibe had died, 
Thai the archer's claim wai paid. 
Yet ooe, who ftood beside 
That remnant of a bride, 
Abnoft had laid ; 

" 'How beautiful^ deep 
lo minftrel trance ihe Uetl 
It i* a sin to weep. 
So gently cloiei sle^ 
Her aoft leal'd eyes.'*' 



3I[IK 



...Gooylc 



THE DEATH OF LEONORA 

I see thee in thy summer bower, 
The (airejl and the sweetest flower; 
The sunshine of thy hapf^ heart 
In blushes o*er thy features jtart. 
And well it may, sweet maid, for ne'er 
Haa thou felt wordty doubt or caie. 
And like thine own Italian skies. 
Without one cloud to itain theii bright 
Blue boundless depts "- thy laughing eyes 
Flash through their lashes, lupous light. 
The rose-bud gerrun'd with morning's dew, 
Ju Jt opening to the glow of heaven ; 
Seems not so sweet as the rich hue 
Ttiat to thy rosy lip is given. 
While thy dark tresses wild and free. 
Stream in the balmy breath of eve ; 
A sight moft beautiful to see. 
Oh I that such charms should ever leave 
This world of ours — such dwellers here, 
Would change it to a glorious sphere I 
So sat the maid in beauty's charms. 
Her young heart fraught with feelings kind; 
Secure from danger and alarms. 
And wooing of the balmy wind. 
That swept o'er beds of fragrant flowers, — 



Thk Obath op lkonora 

While slowly loie die eveoiag ftar. 
And ftilly fell the dewy sbowen — 
At sweetly in hei silver car. 
Cune twilight with her aolemn beam 
O'er mount and valley, lake and Aream. 
When hurtling in the golden weA 
Was heard the thunder's voice of iie ; 
And round each peak and Alpine ereft. 
Leapt the red lightning's fodied &re. 
Yet still upon the scene so wild. 
Fair Leonora looked and smiled 
Strong in her faith — the lightning's dart 
Or thunder peal awed not hei heart 
When hark I a crash falls on the ear, 
A blighted flower the maiden lies; 
Struck by the lightning's vivid beam, 
Stnidc, blighted, never more to rite ; ■' 
The blush has fled her downy cheek. 
Dimmed it the Hght that fired her eyes ; 
Hei rose Upt never mrae shall speak 
Sweet words, nor breathe toft melting sight. 
She sett, a ftai of beauty bright. 
In death's deep tea of endlett.night 
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THB POLITICIAN 



A man went huflling down die ftreel. 
With hit hat pulled o'le hii eye. 
He took' his ftridea so long and fleet 
That every one he chanced to meet. 

Stood and ftaied. 

And then declared 
Tliat he was tomt legitimate cheat, 
Ru^ng away to the County Seat: 
He shook his head and then his fift, - 
And once he ftnick at the wind and miss,d, 

He sla|^>ed his thighs 

And d d his ^es; 

He was fax fcom being sound asleep , 
His gei'diere vim was haid to beat 

By any man hh size. 

I'll make his case quite cleai at once; 
He was juft a big politician dunce ; 

(Aill this is no surprise) 
For these big Stiffs pull many Aunts 
' To make us think they're wise. 



THE LITERARY GOAT 

The goat is veiy much maligoed ; 

His tastes perhaps are not refined , 

But in his own peculiar way, 

He grasps the questions o( the day; 

And lakes them in moft thoroughly; 

A literary digest he , 

Of great capacity and power . 

Should you, like me to pass an hour; 

Indite some verse, I'm sure he would 

Like most the half-wits, sayi'that's good.' 
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WAKE, tADY WAKE 



Wake ! lady, wake I that gentle ^e. 
The voice of music lads unclose. 
We Jland beneath thy lattice high. 
To Woo thee hom thy soft repose : 
The spell of sleep is not so jtrong 
But wizard words the charm can break ; 
By the deep powers of mighty song, 
We bid thee wi^e — fair lady, wake I 
Wake I lady, wake I upon the lea. 
The Aars look down serenely bright ; 
The moon hath fled beyond the sea. 
That thou may 'it reign the queen of night : 
Arouse I no cloud is in the skies I 
No ripple on the tranquill lake ; 
Lift the fair lid which veils those eyes I 
Sweet lady, wake ! — fair lady, wake 1 
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RETROSPECTION 



Once a learned thinking man 
Who's mind was always free 
Who's thots, a limpid rivet tan 
On subjects weatisome to man. 

(Not wearisome to me) 
He sat alone one dreary night 
Deep thought was on his brow 
He held a skull beneath the Ught 
And wondered, wondered how 
It fared with him who had the thing 
in life, and was he now 
Where alt was evei-la^ing Spring, 
And what could death beJlow. 
it then occurred such words were heard 
Though plain were very low : 

You hold the ruins of my skull. 
That time has tendered dark.and dull. 
How e'er that be ; t'was hfe's retreat ; 
A place for thots mysterious seat. 
What beautious visions tiled this tppt ; 



,., Google 



ReTMMPKCTION 

What dreams of pleaiure long forgot. 
No hope, no joy, lux love, ttor fear 
Has left one tiace cj record here. 
Beneath this mouldering catwpy 
Once shone a l»ight and busy eye: 
But shrink not hnm the dismal void, — 
Or question what that eye employed. 
For, with whoever fire it gleamed , 
la its own way it has beamed, 
And it shall be forever bright 
When all has sunk in endless night 

Within this hollow cavern htlng 
The ready, swift and tuneful tongue ; 
No matter what it has disdained. 
How long in motion it lemained 
If bold, in bee tbots cause it spc^e ; 
Of creeds it kept, or those it broke. 
Men can look back o're life's span 
But to kxA ahead — no man can, 
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A HEART TO LET 



To be let. 

To be let at a very deniable rate, 
A snug little house in a healthy eflate. 
'Tis a Bachelor's heart, and the agent is Chance, 
Atfection, the rent, to he paid in advance. 
The owner, as yet, has lived in it alone. 
So the fixtures are not of much value ; but soon 
'Twill be furnished by Cupid himself, if a wife 
Takea iesxfoTlhelerm of /lerna/ura/life. 
Then Ladies, dear Ladies, piaydonot forget, 
An excellent Bachelor's heart's to be let. 
The tenant will have a few taxes to pay. 
Love, Monor, and (heaviest item,) obey. 
As for the good-will, ^e subscriber's inclined 
To have that, if agreeable, settled in kind ; 
Indeed, if he could, such a matter arrange. 
He'd be highly delighted to take in exchange, 
F'rovided true title by prudence be shown, 
Any heart unicumhered, and free as his own. 
So Ladies, dear Ladies, pray do not forget. 
An excellent Bachelor's bean's to be tel. 
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OLD ROMANCE 

Who now will list a (airy tale? 
The golden days are pafl. 
When silveiy laughter filled the gale, 
And spirits rode the blail; 
When every cloud upon the sky, 
Enshrined an elfin throng. 
And every passing butterfly. 
To the fairies might belong. 
When each leaf-munnur was a spell. 
And every spring was a Haunted well. 
And every flower concealed a sprite, 
And every cave some wizard's tnight. 
AUs, the golden days are gone I 
We live in a world of brick and flone — 
O'er the green meads where fairies played, 
The railway bears the noise of trade, 
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Their favcffite haunt, a tinkUng rill. 

Is turned from its course to turn a mill ; 

And alas, alai (or the heavieft flroke I 

Their deareA home, a spreading oak. 

Lies proftrate, branchless, stripped, and sawn. 

Upon some thriftless lording's lawn. 

The days are past, but days so bright. 

Have left ^eii memory yet — 

There is a gladness in its light, 

And yet a soft regret — 

And it seems, in calling back those times. 

As if on the spirit fell 

A sound like that of the diOant chimes 

Of a meny village bell — 

As if a twilight feeling ftole 

Through the cold world's prison bars 

Solemn and shadowy on the tout, 

Yet not without its flars ; — 

As if a low-wind -breath had cr^ 
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The hearts deep mazes through, 
And sadness from its firings had swept. 
And yet some music too. 
Our fathers to their dying day, 
Believe, but wel — we fling away 
These gracehil fancies with our toys; 
The world hath now no girls nor boys ; 
Seeds of true knowledge now are sown ; 
Fancy gives place to thought — 
All are not men and women grown. 
But men and women taught I 
Once legends pressed from mind to mind. 
In all their beauty undefined — 
From hearts that never flc^ped to doubt. 
They ftraight to other hearts went out — 
They had not time to look or dwell. 
But with their fancies beautiful, 
And rainbow coloring, richly wrought, 
They tinted alt the world of thought. 
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How different to receive them dius, 

Glowing and fresh and glorious. 

To utting gravely down to lo<^ 

F(x tales [oigot in some old book, 

>X^eie, though the subilance mayiemain. 

No hue of life it can retain I 

Once on a time, long, long ago, 

I cannot tell how long —' 

(That is the prop>eT way, you know. 

To begin a fairy song I) 

Once on a time there lived a (^een. 

Of very Jtately form and mien. 

With Roman nose, and fine blue eyes. 

And forehead of the ampIcA size 

For r<^al wit and wisdom framed --- 

Rirenology was not then named. 

But surely it was bom — 

For all observed that lofty brow. 

And felt their soub before it bow. 
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And deemed mne gkmous iu ezpaase. 
Than even her dear eye's eagle glance ; 
And 3rel there was no 8Com 
On either eye oi forehead ;-- the 
Was as good natured as might be. 
And kind, as surely might befit 
A queen, with so much sense and wit. 
C^een EJamaris had an only son — 
A noble boy was he. 
And he had grown, at twenty-one. 
At spoiled as boy could be ;-" 
No matter, he was heir i^parent 
To a crown's gloiy, and the care on't, 
Son of a very learned mother. 
Without a sifter or a brother. 
Had slaves and flatterers by the dozen. 
And one beloved and lovely cousin, 
An <Hphant — and the sun ne,er saw 
A hirer thing duui Agadia I 
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Brought up inckHflered lonelineu, 

Something of peniiveneu wu Uid 

Upon a mind, that sonowleu. 

Had else too Uttle ihade. 

Hie healtbhil beauty on hei cheek. 

The ftany luflie of her eye. 

Shone through a veil serene and meek. 

That wrath theii gaiety; 

Yet nothing sad;-'-it I may be 

Allowed a common simile. 

Her soul was as a radiant light. 

That might have shown loo dazzling bright. 

But for the cunning graven glass, 

Through whichits softened rays muApass;— 

And so her spirit kct and high, 

Shone through a medium-piety — 

Which her young ardent bosom warded. 

And beautified the thing it guarded. 

And this was Huben's deOined btide, 
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The heroine of my lalc'— 

A few more days, and by his side 

Wrapt in hei bridal veil. 

Before the altai she tnujt ftand. 

And with her heart bestow her hand. 

She left her kindred's Palely halls, 

And turned unto the convent walls. 

To spend her few free hours at laft. 

Where her pure early youth had pass'd. 

She sat alone within the room. 

Her own so many years. 

The starry jessamin's perfume 

Stole through the gathering twilight's gloom — 

Why in this hour arc tears 

Filling her eyes ? oh, does she grieve 

That little twilight room to leave — 

That flower-breath sweet? are there not flowers 

As fair within the palace bowers } 

So hath she felt their breath befote — 
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So the may never (eel it more I 

She hears the solemn rise and swell, 

Of the deep-toned covent bell; 

What undefined (ears 

O'erwhclm hci ^iritP is theie aught 

Dark 'midit hei future prospedts wrought ? 

No --- but there tmiSt be hours wherein 

The lightest spirit (eels 

As if its wishes power could win 

To unloose the solemn seals 

Upon the future, and behold I 

Vague undefined dreams 

Of hopes destroyed, and feelings cold, 

'Neath sorrow's icy streams, 

Glide o'er the heart; but shadows they - 

Yet do they sadden whilft they jtay. 

She rose, and sought the chapel old. 

In every childish woe, 
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Hei hidden sottows to unfold) 
There 'lwa« het wont to go, 
And now once more therein she kneel*. 
And comfort o'er her spirit Seals. 
It is the hour of deep midnight ; 
Hie moon above it riding bright. 
And all the Staxs up in the skys. 
Look o'er the earth with sof'ened eyes; 
There's not a breath in the cypress tree. 
There's not a wave on the glassy sea, 
Yet murmuring low its waters be. 
Clearly the light on the convent lies. 
The convent spiies gigantically rise. 
And where the ivy mageAically weaves, 
Scarcely moves its cold bright leaves ; 
Through the window's tinted glass, 
Many-hued the the moon-beams pass ; 
And in the clear betraying light 
Of a niched window white, 

"* .,.„,.„ Google 



Old Romance 

Stretched before die altar done, 

A lady sluinberedi all alone -- 

'Til Agatha, the lonely ooe. 

Troubled was her trance — 

For ye could not call it sleep «• reft, 

WhiUt heaving was her snowy breaA, 

Like the unquiet sea ; 

And words of broken utterance 

Came to her lips, and fearfully 

Swelled and throbbed each azure vein. 

As if the thots within her brain 

Struggling, would have found (heir way 

To her smooth brow broad end fair. 

Where her soft dishevelled hair 

Fladiant in the moonhght lay. 

Never had that lovely face 

Borne before such weary trace 

Of inner anguish — never puUe 

So before had dirilled her heart — 
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Never did her hands convulse 

With audi quick and twitching Aart; 

Ah I if itie could but awake I 

That the torturing spell might bieak I 

A low wind sways the ivy bough, 

A breath is in the cypress tree, 

A clearer Kght is ihioing now 

A light that's well to see ; 

And to, around the maiden came 

A band of beauteous things, 

Some ctad in glorious robes, and some 

Borne on moA radiant wings ; 

They jtand around the sleeper —one 

Hath kissed her forehead fair, 

And one hath placed a flowery crown 

Upon her floabng hair. 

And one is murmuring in her ear, 

In accents sob and low, 

A song of some unearthly sphere, 

l« 
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Untingecl l^ dime or woe. 

" Come to out kiid I we have loved diee loag, 

Cone to OUT nrebyl 

We will cheer ihee with tweeter cofler MNig 

llian floats earth's dreaiypadis along, 

For faiiy dreamt are we. 

Come where our flowers, aldiough diey fade. 

Are every newly blown — 

Where the canopy of Eghl and shade. 

By love and hope and memory made. 

Hang! over slumber's duone I 

Come where the heart's deep lendemea, 

Uachidden guUies hee. 

Where joys are brighter, sorrows let*. 

And we thy troubled heart will blest, 

For htiry dreamt are wel" 

And ftraight the lovely maiden rose. 

And Aood amidft die Dreamt, 

Her tunny eyelids did uwJoae, 

us 
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Yet the deep magic <^ repoie 

Was on each outward seoie, and ibe 

Departed thence unconscioutly ; 

And die mom's quiet beami, 

b chill unbroken whiteness shone 

Upon the vacant altar ftone. 

The chapel all was £lill again. 

The silver lamp, and pi<3uied saint, 

'Neath the pale room looked dim andEaiot'- 

Nothing was left of life — die ftain 

From the chancel window threw 

Silently a veil of blue. 

And richeft puiple on the tombs. 

Like the spirits of those blooms 

That died in the pajl spring. Beneath 

The aisle the long departed lay — 

They were slumbering when the morn 

Rose, and its glad Ught was home 

Into every aisle, and when 

"** 
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Sank the sun to left again, 

And when those faiiy voices sang, 

And the aiched roof with music lang 

And she, the link 'twixt life and death, 

The slumbering lady lefled there — 

She is gone, the young and fair — 

Yet, the dead Aill slumber on. ■ 

It is the depth of midnight's hour 

Yet they rise not, noi shall rise 

Till from the red and melting ^es 

Shall peal the trumpet-voice of power. 

The morning hath arisen, and, lo. 

In vain they search the convent round ; 

The Lady Agatha is gone ; 

But on the silent marble ftone. 

That pillowed her dear head, is found 

The carcanet that her neck had bound ;— 

Oh, who may paint the woe, 

The tenor, the distrained mein. 
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Of T^ce Hubert and the C^een — 

How Hubert mounted his fleetest steed. 

And scoured the country o'er. 

With twenty knight* 'all good at need,' 

Who threatened toud, and swore 

That they would bring the maiden home, 

Or crush the convent spire and dome, 

And make the abbess sorely rue 

That ever the lady's kce she knew, 

A year and a day had passed away, 

And still no tidings came. 

And on Prince Hubert's heart decay 

Fed like a aeeping flame. 

And he forsook the festal board. 

The dance, the song, the glee. 

And heeded not the red wine poured 

On the meny minstrelsie. 

But fed upon tiis lonely hoard 
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Of pennTC reveiy. 

And even wben ifae tuiuet fell, 

And twUighl veiled dw ewlfa, 

He sought a little quiet dell 

Whoe gushed a fountain f<»lh. 

And upas trees made whiiperings low. 

That mingled widi the water's flow. 

He sat beside the rivulet, 

And gazed upon its tide; 

How oft he saw the waters fret. 

And wash the sedgy side 

And then, again, how tranquilly. 

He watched thnm onward glide I 

He diot of life's uncertain bliss. 

How transient all its pleasure is. 

Many lessons grave he drew. 

From the evening's fading blue. 

And the twilight's rising dew 

And then he sighed, and then he leaned 
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His cheek upon his hand. 

And where the weeping willow saeened 

The rivulet's verdant ftcand. 

He drooped his head, in musing deep, 

'Till o,er him Aole the spell of sleep. 

Visions, daik and undefined. 

Hurried o'er his fevered mind. 

Visions of gorgeous sea and cloud. 

Head long cataraiSs rushing loud, 

Mingled with bright sununef skies. 

Flowers and birds of many dyes. 

And more than all, two itarry eyei — 

Yet all was vague and troublous ; he 

Turned and started reSlessly ; 

Not Agatha when e'er she dreamed. 

Within the ancient chapel seemed 

More inly tortured-- thus he lay 

Till the twilight pafl away, 

And the morn, with placid light 
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While tbtulM >^>t two ndUnt thingi — 

Two fury I>eu)u tkew och, 

One widi dte smUe » wnph brings 

From iu iminortiJ (pheie; 

The other with a udder loi^. 

That more of earthly thought partook. 

The &rA came gliding on the beam 

Of a new risen ftar— ihe other 

Had floated up, (o meet his brother. 

From the bowm of the ^eam. 

And near the slumbering you^ they drew. 

One bending on each side. 

And the long silken lashes dtrou^ 

To peep into the summer blue 

Of his closed eyes they tried. 

Then in a low and whispering tone. 

Scarce from the rivulet's murmur knovn. 

Or rufiling of the evening air. 
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Those Fairy dreams held convers there 

And firfl the sadder oE the twain, 

(With eyes ^lat gleamed as sohly blue 

As the pale hare 'bell wet with dew,) 

Spake. "Lo, he slumbereth I — o'er hisl»ain 

1 will a quiet influeDce breathe, 

I will dissolve the fearful chain 

That binds the Aiuggling heart beneath — 

Surely long enough hath borne 

This young heart its woe, and worn 

The bands that hopeless love hath knit — 

Surely long enough to prove 

How a human heart can love. 

What constant faith may dwell in it. 

Where is she, the promis<d bride? 

Hath her truth been fairly tried? 

Wilt thou give her back again 7 

If thou wilt not, though 'tis vain, 

I will bring a glorious viuon, 
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Brif^t wid) haf^iineM elynan, 
Heeling ctmi^ to in^Hurt 
To lhi> faithfuL loirowing heart I" 
Then ^>ake ifae other E>eam — " Forbear 
To blame the powers that thus have hidden 
The gentle lady, and forbidden 
Unbroken gladness for her share 
Of earthly things. Was it not well 
To try what conftancy can dwelt 
In woman's love? That lady bright 
Is safe within our realm of light, 
And we have shown her all our genu 
And our red roses whose smooth fiems 
Bear not a thoroe, and palace halls 
Built up of cloud, and the rich falls 
Of ruby wine, and the dear river 
Of ciyAal, (lowing on forever, 
But ftill her heart for Hubert yearns. 
Still to its fiiA affedtion turns, '" 
What heeds she that earth's tendemeu 
Is but a more delicious thndl. 
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Tliat sonows on his hopes may fall? 
Her love can sanctily and bless, 
And c&A a gl<»y o'er them alll 
We gave hei draughts from die wondrous bowl. 
Whose streams from every prisoned soul 
Can sweep away the memory 
Of aught with selfish feeling dim ; 
In vain to her those jbeams are free. 
She hath forgotten all, save him. 
Forgotten the royal robes and crown. 
The power and gloty of a throne 
Which might in time have been her own — 
She heeded not their gain or loss. 
And stripped of every earthly dross. 
Stands her pure love, a £tar alone, 
Upon the blank of recolledtion, 
. Its innate brightness its protection, 
From the silence and the shade 
Oblivion o'er the reft hath laid." 
Then said the pensive dream. 'Once more 
I do beseech thee to reftore 
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It worthy of hei rayalty, — 

The trial hath been made — » paA — 

Give bei to happineu at last' 

Low hung Aie moon — die eartem wkf 

Already reddened, and away. 

From die ^t 'wakening glance of day. 

Did die bright viiioiu fly. — 

And Hubert waked, a joy intenie 

Widiin his heart, a strengdieniog •enie 

Of confidence, of happineu, 

Whose hidden v"ng he could not gueu. 

Pervading all his loul — just lo 

He felt, a year and a day ago I *' ' 

C^een I>amaris sittedi in her tower,— 

So hath she sate the live k>ng night. 

From the early twilight hour 

To the morning's riling light; 

Around her heavy tomes are ipraMJ, 

Records of the mighty dead, — 

Yet not in these the lady read: — 
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In her hand there is a scroll. 
Before her Jtands a vacant chair — 
The parchment she doth not unroll,— 
Where is he who brought it there ? 
At the midnight hour he came. 
An old, old man with visage wan, 
And jlooping gait, and hoary hair. 
But with an eye of darkeA flame. 
And there he sate and talked awhile. 
With the same unvarying smile. 
And in those accents firm and low, 
That to die very heart does go. 
And while the eye did gleam and gliften. 
The lady was compelled to li^en ; 
She, who whate'er ^e heard or saw 
Seldom gave sign of fear or awe I 
She saw not how he came or went, 
She said she knew not his intent. 
But many a wild and jtrange report 
Was firaightway circled round the court. 
And as no lips, however wise, 
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Cu qiijte (oibeu tome Idnd i 

A tale wu preiendy - invented, 

To which dw gnvell heads uwnted, 

And thui 'twu genenlly received, 

A> worthy to be quite believed, 

Th<y Mud, that Damarii had not been 

Cootenled to be but a queen 

On eailfa, but dipped and dabbled more 

Than was quite meet in magic lore,--' 

That having won more power than human 

Nature befits, (and leaft a woman,) — 

The cunning fairies flrove in vain 

Long yeais, to break her migh^ chain. 

And then resolved to force a peace. 

By fteahng off her lovely niece. 

And ne'er rcAoring ha, untill 

She would agree to do iheir will. 

Renouncing every myftic speH, 

Over die powers invisible — 

And to confirm this theory, 

(Which lee'n pomaded would not be, 
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Because we know 'twas but to dy 

The youthful lover's conAancy, 

That Agatha was borae away ;) 

Upon the evening o( that day, 

Qyecn Damans her pages sent. 

To bring each book and inJlrumenl 

From the lone tower, which being done. 

She straightway burned them every one;-" 

And the same night a wakeful cione, 

Who to the chapel late had gone. 

To her surprise and terror, found 

A body, slumbering on the ground, 

But venturing nearer, gladly saw 

The fair mild face of Agatha I 

What more remains to tell than this,'— 

That Hubert and his gentle bride 

Thru' this cold wodd, in peace and bliss. 

Loving and loved, did glide ? 

But it was marked that ever more, 

A dearer luAre than before 

Shone in the lady's quiet eyes, 
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And dtat ha voice had humoniei 
More deep and rich, since with the band 
Of Dieanu, ihe dwelt (aiiy land. 
And she had knowledge to impart. 
And that beA wisdom oi the heart — 
That true cleat wisdom, that dodi teach 
In deeds, and by its «aions preach. 
And "Oh," the lovely one would say, 
(And 'tis die moral of my lay,) 
"True love. Bice gold, knows no decay. 
By time and grief it feels no loss. 
They only ware away its dross. 
It is a portion oi the heart. 
And can a vital flrength impart. 
To all the refl. — lu holy mifl 
Dependeth not on fleering duft. 
And where undying spirits be 
It hath an immortaUly I ' 
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